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TO 

GEORGE  SIMON  EARL  OF  HARCOURT, 

VISCOUNT  NUNEHAM, 
BARON  HARCOURT  OP  STANTON  HARCOURT, 

AND 

MASTER  OF  THE  HORSE  TO   HER  MAJESTY  ; 

AND  TO 

ELIZABETH  VERNON  COUNTESS  OF 
HARCOURT. 


"  Turn,  ftranger  youth,  thy  vagrant  feet, 
"  O  turn  to  this  delightful  feat  j 

*'  Here  Fancy  builds  her  fairy  bowers  : 
"  Here  Ifis  winds  her  claflic  ftream  j 
"  And  diftant  o'er  the  valleys  gleam 

"  Thy  favourite  Oxford's  fpiry  towers. 
"  Poetic  dreams  the  fcenes  infpire  j 

"  And  Harcourt  loves  the  tunefiil  train. 
A3 
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"  Here  Mason  fwept  the  founding  lyre  : 

"  Here  Whitehead  pour'd  his  graceftd  ftrain." 

Sweet  to  my  ear  the  founds  were  borne. 
While  yet  in  life's  gay  opening  mom. 

Poetic  vifions  gleaming  bright. 
On  Cherwell's  lonely  banks  I  ftray'd  : 
I  heard,  and  with  a  blulh  obey'd. 

I  fought  tlie  fummer-mantled  height : 
I  feem'd  through  Paradife  to  rove : 

The  air  with  fweeteft  mufic  rung  : 
The  Graces  rang'd  each  lawn  and  grove  : 

The  Mufe  from  every  thicket  fung. 

Sooth'd  by  her  fong,  I  carelefs  ftray. 
While  roll  the  fummer  funs  away  : 

Her  vifions  all  my  foul  o'erpower  : 
She  bade  before  my  wondering  eyes 
The  bleak  Caucafian  mountains  rife. 

And  Odin's  pile  funereal  tower: 
Or  led  in  gentler  hour  my  feet. 


Where  "Wye's  romantic  waters  roJl, 
And  haplefs  Emma^  fadly  fweet. 
Repentant  pours  her  tender  foul. 

Harcouet,  accept  the  humble  lays : 
The  Mufe  beftows  no  vulgar  praife : 

She  gave  th'  Auguftan  times  to  fame  ; 
To  Louis,  long  her  favourer,  true. 
When  glory  faithlefs  from  him  flew. 

Her  grateful  voice  preferv'd  his  name. 
She  too,  thy  ancient  houfe  to  grace. 

Has  tun'd  from  age  to  age  her  lay. 
Immortal,  like  herfelf,  the  race 

Renown'd  by  Pope,  and  lov'd  by  Gav, 
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Proxima  fidcribus  tellus  Erymanthidos  \Jtfat 
Mc  tenet,  adftri6lo  terra  perufta  gelu, 

Bofphoros,  et  Tanais  fuperat,  Scythicaeque  paludes, 
Vixque  latis  noti  nomina  pauca  loci. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


At  the  clofe  of  the  long  war,  which  the  Ro- 
mans waged  dgainft  Mithkidates,  that  unfortu- 
nate Monarch  fled  for  fuccour  to  the  rude  nations^ 
which  inhabited  the  country  lying  between  the 
Cafpian  and  the  Euxine  feas.  The  Afae,  over 
whom  Odin  reigned,  formed  one  of  thofe  nations. 
PoMPEY,  the  Roman  general,  purfued  Mithri- 
DATES,  and  vanquiflied  the  feveral  tribes,  through 
which  he  pafled.  Odin,  unable  to  refill  his  arms, 
is  fuppofed  to  have  retired  with  his  Afae  into  the 
North,  and  there  to  have  founded  fome  of  the 
prefent  kingdoms  of  Europe,  The  actions  imme- 
diately preceding  his  final  departvire  form  the  fub- 
jed  of  the  following  Drama. 
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The  Drama  is  intended  as  an  imitation  of  the 
manner  of  iEscHYLus.  To  this  caufe,  it  is  hoped, 
will  be  attributed  whatever  want  of  intereft  may 
be  found  to  arife  from  the  fevere  fimplicity  of  the 
fable,  or  from  the  romantic  and  even  fupematural 
caft  of  the  aftions,  the  characters,  the  fentiments, 
and  the  imagery. 

If  the  perfonages  compoling  the  Chorus  fliould 
not  at  firft  appear  fufficiently  feminine,  notwith- 
ftanding  tlie  more  delicate  fentiments  which  the 
Author  has  endeavoured  occasionally  to  aflign  to 
them,  he  hopes,  that  he  Ihall  be  pardoned  for  ob- 
ferving,  tliat  he  has  not  confidered  himfelf  at 
liberty  to  delineate  them  with  milder  features 
cohfiftently  with  the  patriotic  firmnefs,  and  per^ 
baps  even  ferocioufnefs,  afcribed  by  Plutarch  to 
the  women  of  the  Cimbri  and  Teutones,  who  are 
fuppofed  to  have  originated  in  a  country  not  far 
removed  from  the  fcene  of  this  Drama,  and  whofe 
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manners  and  fentiments  can  fcarcely  be  confidered 
as  different  from  thofe  of  the  Afae. 

What  has  been  fa  id  of  the  females  compofing 
the  Chorus  may,  with  but  little  variation,  be  ap- 
plied to  Odin.  The  Author  has  been  delirous  of 
drawing,  not  the  compofed  and  dignified  Hero  of 
ancient  Rome,  but  the  favage  Chieftain,  who  lived 
in  a  ftate  of  fociety  even  lefs  civilized  than  that  in 
which  Achilles  was  produced,  and  to  whom  fa- 
bulous hiftorians  have  imputed  a  romantic  wildnefs 
of  charafter,  and  on  many  occafions  even  a  phrenfy 
of  paffion. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

Odin,  King  of  the  AJa. 
Balder,  a  Chief. 

^""'»'      \  Scalds. 
Cantimir,   \ 

GoNDULA,  the  Goddefs  of  Defiiny. 

Herald. 

Soldier. 

Messenger. 

Priest. 

Chorus  of  the  Wives  and  Daughters  of  the  Afa, 

Scene  on  one  of  the  Mountains  0/ Caucasus. 


ODIN. 


CHORUS. 

CHOBUS. 

ijrOD  of  the  warrior-tribes,  armipotent. 

Invincible,  Valhalla's  mighty  Lord, 

Hear  us,  and  fave :  On  thefe  rude  mountain  tops, 

Oiu*  utmoft  verge  of  empire,  in  defpair 

We  kneel,  and  breathe  the  vow  perhaps  our  laft. 

To  thee  we  raife  the  fpear,  to  thee  devote- 

The  vidims.     On  the  hills  of  Caucafus, 

On  Tanais'  icy  ihores,  great  lord  of  war, 

Defcend  j  againft  the  tyrant-hordes  direct 
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Our  arrows,  guide  our  fwords  j  till  Odin  lay 
Thefe  Roman  fpoilers,  foes  of  human  kind. 
Low  in  the  dufl :  fo  fhall  the  captive's  blood 
On  thefe  wild  mountains  from  thy  altar  ftream. 
Sifters,  though  much  the  force  of  holy  prayer 
Prevail,  yet  fear  of  fliame  and  final  lofs 
Hath  funk  the  fpirit  j  therefore  have  we  rear'd 
The  pile  funereal,  and  with  arms  adom'd. 
Axes,  and  helms,  and  pi6tur'd  Ihields,  and  fwords 
Deep  ftain'd  with  Roman  gore,  whereon  to  die 
With  our  remaining  warriors,  Ihould  again 
Our  Raven  to  the  hated  Eagle  bow. 
Much  have  we  borne  :  the  vidor's  vaunting  fhouts, 
Hear'd  from  the  hoftile  legions,  wound  our  ears 
Inceflant :  year  by  year,  before  a  foe 
Triumphant,  we  retreat :  hill  after  hill. 
And  river  after  river,  have  we  left, 
Difputed  hard,  yet  loft  •.  our  empire  here 
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Has  end  :  beyond  are  tracklefs  forefts  huge. 

Mountains  with  everlailing  winter  clad. 

And  vaft  untrodden  wilds.     Come,  Odin,  come. 

Lead  our  re-kindled  warriors  forth  ;  refolv'd 

To  drive  thefe  hated  foes  in  fury  back. 

Or  from  thefe  mountains,  in  the  pride  of  war, 

Defcend  a  glorious  band  to  Woden's  hall, 

CHORUS  AND  MESSENGER. 

MESSENGER. 

Went  Odin  hence  ? 

CHORUS. 

Wherefore  this  fpeed  ? 

MESSENGER. 

I  come 
With  news  of  higheft  import. 

CHORUS, 

Speak  its  purport, 

B   2 
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MESSENGER.  ^ 

Ere  night,  the  Roman  means  to  florm  omi  walls. 

From  yonder  promontory,  where  I  held 

My  morning  watch,  I  faw  the  altar  blaze, 

I  faw  the  fmoke  calm  o'er  the  grove  afcend  : 

Enrob'd  in  fnowy  white  the  flamen,  flow 

Before  aflembled  legions  moving,  wav'd 

High  towards  our  walls  his  myftic  wand,  and  feem'd 

Solenm  to  utter  loud  myfterious  founds. 

A  cuftom  this,  I  frequent  have  obferv'd. 

They  reverence,  ere  yet  tower  or  town  is  florm'd  j 

By  which,  'tis  faid,  from  grove  and  facred  fane 

They  hope  to  charm  the  guardian  deities. 

CHORUS. 

O  all  ye  powers,  Woden,  and  Thor,  and  Freya, 
Defcend  and  fuccour  :  difappear  not  quite 
From  this  your  earth  :  let  not  the  Roman  gods 
Bear  down  the  whole  fubmitting  world  before  them. 

lExitMejr. 


ODIN.  21 

BALDER  AND  CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 

Is  Odin  near  ? 

BALDER. 

In  rage  of  wild  defpair, 
Hopelefs,  yet  ftill  difdaining  to  fubmit. 
To  Hela's  realm  below  the  rolling  earth. 
To  the  prophetic  prieftefs  long  deceas'd. 
Swift  is  he  fped.     Upon  his  coal-black  fteed. 
His  mighty  Ihield  before  him  fpread,  his  helm 
Bright  glittering  to  the  fun,  his  myftic  fword 
Aftolpho  gleaming  naked  in  his  hand, 
I  faw  him  fly  acrofs  the  dreary  heath. 
The  facred  grove  he  enter'd  :  down  the  cave 
That  leads  to  death  I  faw  him  rufh  :  the  depths 
And  hollow  caverns  echoed  to  the  hoofs 
B3 


22  ODIN. 

High-bounding  of  his  fteed.  No  mortal  elfe 
Durft  enter.  Awe-ftruck,  I  retir'd,  and  here 
Wait  his  return. 

CHOKUS. 

O  may  he  fpeed : 
But  much  my  mind  mifgives.     Baldek,  I  dare 
To  die  :  I  fcom  the  wretch,  who  could  lurvive. 
When  thefe  our  towers  are  Roman  :  yet  a  gloom 
Mournful  o'erfpreads  my  breaft :  I  cannot  hear 
Thefe  monflrous  engines  beat  againft  oiu-  walls. 
And  tremble  not :  Balder,  I  cannot  gaze 
On  thofe  my  native  fields  far-feen  j  on  Ihrines 
Rais'd  to  our  covmtry's  gods ;  on  thefe  rude  hills 
Cover'd  fo  often  with  our  warlike  youth ; 
On  yon  pil'd  hillocks  where  our  fathers  fleep. 
And  on  thefe  trophies  rais'd  upon  the  defarts 
To  valiant  chiefs  of  yore  :  I  cannot  gaze. 
And  think  how  foon  the  Roman  may  poflefs  them. 
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Without  fome  mortal  feelings,  fad  regrets. 
That  awe  me,  holding  nobler  thoughts  enthrall'd. 

BALDER. 

Wound  not  with  words  like  thefe  the  warrior's  ear. 
To-day  we  fight  j  and  ere  yon  glorious  ftar 
Hath  fet,  exchanging  place  with  gloomy  night, 
Odin  may  feaft  triumphant  in  thefe  walls. 

CHORUS. 

What  men  can  do,  our  Afae,  led  by  Odin, 
Will  doubtlefs  dare :  but  we  are  ruins  now } 
The  gleanings  only  of  a  warlike  race. 
Some  fhatter'd  barks,  that  yet  furvive  the  ftorm. 
And  can  we  hope,  thiis  in  a  comer  pent 
Of  our  wide  realm,  with  this  diminifh'd  band. 
Though  bent  on  death,  and  furious  by  defpair. 
To  ftay  the  foe  innumerous,  lords  of  earth, 
'Gainft  whom  our  fathers  rais'd  the  fword  in  vain 
In  heights  of  power  and  glory  ?  No,  Balder,  thou 
B4 
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Speak'ft,  as  becomes  the  warrior :  thoughts  infpir'd 
O  erpower  my  labouring  foul.     O  hills,  the  laft 
Of  Odin's  realm,  mountains  and  rocks,  infcrib'd 
With  Runic  rhymes,  facred  to  chiefs  of  yore. 
Ye  foon  Ihall  yield  to  Rome  !  farewell,  ye  plains. 
Farewell,  ye  ftreams,  that  flawing  roam  the  vales. 
Calm  Phafis,  and  cerulean  Cyanusj 
Farewell,  ye  fhores,  waih'd  by  the  Cafpian  wave. 
Once  travers'd  with  delight,  now  to  the  eye 
Diftrefsful,  fpread  around  with  Roman  tents, 

BAtOEE. 

See'ft  thou  o'er  yonder  vale,  in  pride  of  youth, 
Hoder,  aflembling,  bind  with  myflic  charm 
His  warriors  ?  O'er  their  heads  the  lifted  fword 
In  ftrange  myfterious  rounds  they  circling  wave  : 
"While  from  each  blade  diftils  the  facred  blood 
In  folemn  confirmation  Ihed, 
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CHORUS. 

We  view 
The  deed  admiring.     Happy,  happy  they. 
Who  on  the  field,  their  bofoms  galh'd  with  wounds. 
Beneath  an  hoftile  fpear,  raidil  heaps  of  dead. 
Slain  by  their  hands,  illuflrious  die.     Tis  theirr 
Not  to  fvirvive  their  country.     On  the  pile 
They  need  not  throw,  to  fhun  the  flavifh  yoke. 
Their  idle  limbs.     Thefe  towers  and  holy  fanes 
They  will  not  hear  echo  viftorious  hjrmns 
Chaunted  by  conqueror  bands.     Unhappy  train. 
Prophetic  of  fevereft  woes,  we  fee. 
We  fee  our  fate  :  denied  to  wield  the  fword. 
Denied  to  fall  illuflrious  in  the  fight. 
Inactive  on  thefe  hills  we  muft  abide. 
In  dreadfiil  expe6tation,  till  tlie  foe, 
Flufli'd  with  the  life-blood  of  yon  valiant  band, 
Form'd  of  o\ir  fons  and  hulbands,  rulhes  on 
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Avert  the  3eed,  dread  Spirit :  may  the  pile 
Confume  us,  ere  the  fatal  hour  approach. 

BALDER. 

Peace,  holy  train ;  let  hope,  the  fweeteft  pow'r. 
Who  fhaded  by  the  lofty  branching  aih 
Dwells  with  immortals,  vifit  you. 

CHORUS. 

Her  form 
Has  fled,  O  Balder.     By  the  paft,  we  know 
The  future.    This  imperial  realm,  for  gods. 
And  heroes  only  lefs  than  gods,  renown'd, 
Mufl  fall,  and  from  thefe  mountains  difappear. 
The  power  of  infpiration  glows  within  me } 
And  dreadfvil  'tis  to  look  through  evil  days,        . 
Piercing  the  dire  obfcure,  to  evil  times 
Difaftrous,  fuch  as  with  a  fickly  gloom. 
Offspring  of  blank  defpair,  opprefs  the  foul. 
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BALDEK. 

The  trumpet  calls  me :  lo !  this  fword  I  draw. 
Pride  of  my  fires,  well  tried  on  Roman  helms  : 
Ne'er  fliall  the  fheath  receive,  while  Balder  lives. 
This  fhining  blade,  till  conqueft  crown  our  arms. 

[Krit  Bald. 

CHORUS. 

Would  I  could  fpeak  of  comfort,  would  tliat  ftrains. 

Of  force  to  fan  tlie  warrior's  rifing  rage. 

Alone  would  flow  :  they  may  not :  tears  inftead. 

And  gloomy  thoughts  unufual  to  my  foul, 

O'erpower  me.     O  ye  Afae,  O  thou  throne 

Of  Odin,  O  ye  altars,  red  with  gore. 

Shed  by  our  pious  fathers,  O  ye  realms. 

That  oft  have  fill'd  Valhalla's  courts  with  heroes. 

Your  glory  is  no  more,  and  o'er  your  ruins 

Your  faithful  daughters  pour  their  hearts  in  anguifh. 
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Strophe. 
O  my  prophetic  foul ! 
Impatient  of  controul. 
Thou  ruftieft  fateftil  on  through  evil  days  j 
Late  with  malignant  light. 
Wild  flream'd  through  the  dark  night. 
O'er  Caucafus  the  comet's  fanguine  blaze. 
I  gaz'd  till  horror  chiU'd  my  blood ; 

Such  portents,  fent  in  wrath  divine, 
Deadlieft  of  Loke's  terrific  brood. 
Only  on  falling  kingdoms  fhine, 
Threatful,  amidft  the  troubled  au-. 
O'er  us  it  fhook  its  ftreamy  hair ; 
Then,  fraught  with  fate,  on  to  the  Cafpian  main 
O'er  yonder  mountains  drew  its  fiery  train. 
Antiftropbe. 
Beneath  an  oak  opprefs'd. 
To  fhort  perturbed  reft. 
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I  funk  beneath  the  cold  and  angry  fky  j 
Yon  eagles,  mid  the  blaft. 
That  countlefs  ages  paft 
Built  on  the  cliffs  their  pathlefs  aeries  high. 
Sudden  from  all  their  caverns  hoar, 

Rulh'd  with  refounding  pinions  forth, 
Scream'd,  as  they  pafs'd  yon  mountains  o'er, 

And  fought  the  dark  and  ftormy  north. 
Inftant  the  cliffs,  that  beetling  frown. 
Parted,  and  roll'd  in  ruin  down  : 
I  fhriek'd,  and  wild  with  terror  fprung  from  fleep. 
Then  fled,  and  flying  heard  the  felling  fleep. 
Epode.        <^ 
Ah !  fee  where  on  the  favage  heath. 
Half  hid  amidfl  the  gloomy  florm. 
And  dancing  hand  in  hand  with  Death, 
Moves  many  a  rude  and  ghaflly  form  ! 
There  Terror,  cheated  Fancy's  child. 
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Flies  o'er  the  mountains  fhrieking  wHd ; 
There  Flight,  Amazement's  wilder'd  eye. 
And  Uproar  loud,  and  Agony ; 
There  in  her  gloomy  cave,  Defpair 
Sits,  dreadly  fix'd  in  ftupid  flare  j 
And  there,  to  all  the  blafted  lands 
Sad  Defolation  pointing  ftands. 

CHORUS  AND  MESSENGER. 

MESSENGER. 

Peace  to  you,  holy  dames,  and  profperous  days. 
I  come  with  news  aufpicious. 

^|.       CHORUS. 

Grateful  founds. 
More  welcome  made,  heard  after  long  defpair. 

MESSENGER. 

Great  Morcar,  lirft  of  Odin's  royal  fons. 
Has  fall'n  in  folemn  facrifice,  to  foothe 
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High  Thor,  and  win  his  all-commanding  might. 

Twas  on  the  mountain,  with  a  temple  crown'd. 

The  warrior  god's  divine  retreat :  an  alh. 

Riling  from  out  a  dark  impending  cliff. 

Umbrageous  fliapes  the  ftone.     Up  to  the  ihrine 

Afcending  to  depofit  coftly  gifts 

Worthy  the  god,  came  chiefs  and  princely  forms 

All  arm'd  ;  who,  back  returning,  diftant  flood. 

Heading  their  files  outftretching  far.     The  trump 

Was  foimded :  filence  reign'd.     Awful  fufpenfe 

Sat  on  each  front.     At  length  appear'd  the  prince 

Far  feen.     Before  him,  one  of  lordly  rank 

The  crown  imperial  bore :  his  mailed  fteed 

Without  a  rider,  mournful  vacancy. 

Proud  trod  behind.     With  purple  pride  of  youth 

High  blooming,  and  by  gorgeous  pomp  of  war 

Refplendent  grac'd,  nodding  his  ftately  plume. 

On  through  the  warlike  bands  he  mov'd.  Each  chief 
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Lower  d  his  lance.     The  high  embower'd  fane 
With  cheek  unblench'd  he  mounted,  and  firm  ftep, 
Majeftic.     Inftant  from  the  virgin  flint 
Out  flew  the  facred  fpark :  while  round  were  laid 
Helmet  and  bruifed  fword  and  ponderous  fliield. 
His  ddftin'd  fuit  in  Woden's  hall.     At  once 
Trumpets  and  clarions  and  fhrill  founding  pipes 
Burft  forth  :  the  priefts,  the  chiefs,  the  warrior-bands, 
Clafliing  their  fwords  againft  their  lifted  ftiields, 
Rais'd  loud  the  fong  of  war.  The  priefl:  ftretch'd  forth 
His  hand,  and  ftruck.     Far  burft  in  ample  ftream 
The  blood  propitious.     O'er  the  altar  wide. 
O'er  warriors  gazing  round,  o'er  grove  and  fane 
The  facred  drops  were  fprinkled.     From  his  heart 
Nice  obfervation,  rul'd  by  myftic  flJll, 
Drew  joy,  drew  promife,  more  aufpicious  far 
Tlian  founded  e'er  in  fane  or  folemn  grove 
From  prieft  or  prophet.     To  a  piny  M'ood 
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Nine  chofen  priefts  his  confecrated  corfe 
Slow  bore ;  there  on  the  afh,  aye  unprofan'd 
By  prying  mortal,  facred  to  the  gods, 
pVoud  fepulture  from  kings  withheld,  to  hang. 
Till  Loke  Ihall  burft  his  chain,  and  fire  the  world. 

[Exit  Mef 

CHORUS. 

Lord  of  war,  accept  our  praife  : 
Sifters,  high  your  voices  raife  : 
For  our  native  hills  we  pray'd  : 
The  God  has  heard,  the  Gkxi  will  aid : 
And  dreadful  in  our  van  will  blaze. 
Lord  of  war,  accept  our  praife. 

2. 
Whelm'd  in  terror,  funk  with  woe, 
Bow'd  beneath  a  conquering  foe. 
We  faw'  the  deepening  tempeft  lower : 
But  paft  is  the  deftruAive  hour : 

G 
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And  Odin  now  with  dreadful  might 
Shall  mill  refifUefs  to  the  fight, 

ODIN,  CHORUS,  BALDER,  and  YNGVON. 

ODIN. 

Yes,  holy  train,  this  falchion  on  our  foes 
Shall  faU  refifllefs.     To  the  field  I  rulh 
Invincible.    The  gods,  the  gods  at  length 
Decide  for  Odin  :  o'er  his  tottering  realm 
They  watchful  fit,  and  hold  it  from  its  fall, 

CHORUS. 

Monarch,  in  hymns  of  gratitude,  as  fuits 
The  pious  mind,  we  rais'd  our  voice  in  praife 
Of  war's  great  lord,  who  late  propitious  fmil'd. 
When  to  his  power  the  vi6tim  bled. 

ODIN. 

Again, 
Your  king,  your  leader  bids,  in  louder  firains 
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Again  uplift  your  glowing  fouls.     I  come 
From  Hela's  caverns,  from  the  realms  of  night. 
From  prophets  fpeaking  through  the  unopen'd  tomb 
After  long  years  of  filence.     Sounds  I  heard 
That  fire  my  foul,  and  thrill  me  with  delight. 

CHORUS. 

If  ears  profane  may  hear  the  wondrous  tale. 
Monarch,  we  beg  to  fhare  your  joy. 

ODIN. 

Hear  then. 
Down  the  dark  fteep  I  rode  j  I  pafs'd  the  ftreams. 
That  founding  roll  imfeen  amidft  the  rocks  : 
I  pafs'd  the  dog,  who  guards  the  gate  of  death  j 
In  vain  he  op'd  his  mouth  diflilling  foam, 
Diftilling  human  gore  :  in  vain  with  yells. 
That  hell  refovmded,  he  purfued  my  courfe. 
At  length  the  eaftem  gate  I  reach'd,  where  reft 
The  bones  of  Rinda,  fam'd  among  our  fires 
c  2 
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For  high  prophetic  lore  in  ages  paft. 

I  ftopp'd  :  I  rais'd  my  fword  :  the  cavern  dark 

Shone  to  the  gleaming  blade.   Tum'd  to  the  norths 

Deep  in  the  rock  I  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme. 

Over  the  grave  mutter'd  myfterious  founds. 

And  thrice  three  times  call'd  loud  on  Rinda's  name. 

She  heard,  fhe  fpoke.  "  Long  o'er  my  bones  fliall  beat 

"  The  winter  wind,  long  drive  the  fnowy  ftonn> 

"  Ere  yet  for  Odin's  entering  fpirit  ope 

*'  Valhalla's  golden  doors  :  Amazement !  lo ! 

"  Stars  fall ;  the  fun  withdraws  his  orb  extinft : 

"  Great  Rome,  uptum'd  from  her  foimdation,  links ; 

*'  And  Odin  triumphs."     Never  had  flie  fpoken. 

Since  the  earth  hid  her  bones,  nor  more  will  fpeak 

Till  earth's  extended  frame  in  fire  decay. 

Swelling  at  heart,  in  hafte  I  backward  fped 

Up  to  the  light  of  day. 
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CHORUS. 

Bleft  be  the  facred  powers  that  fmile  upon  us : 
Our  country  yet  fhall  ftand,  the  Afae  flourifti. 
Not  for  ourfelves,  when  rum  prefs'd,  we  griev'd  j 
Twas  for  our  native  land. 

ODIN. 

The  genuine  drain 
Of  our  great  fathers.     Odin  feels  the  fpirit 
O'er  his  fir'd  bofom  fovereign  rule  :  I  know. 
That  kings  may  melt  in  pleafure,  may  repofe 
Inadlive,  carelefs  of  their  kingdom's  weal : 
That  fometimes  to  the  Roman  name  ihey  bow 
Obfequious,  rendering  up  their  people's  rights. 
Content  to  wear  a  delegated  crown. 
Odin  will  rather  on  yon  funeral  pile 
Defpairing  lie,  and  light  the  torch  that  fires  it. 
Than  fee  his  warriors  flaves.     No,  I  will  bleed 
At  every  vein,  to  ihield  them  from  fubjedion. 
C3 
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It  was  my  firm  refolve,  had  heav'n  defign'd 
Our  nation's  fall,  at  every  ftreight  and  ftream 
To  dare  the  all-fubduing  foe,  and  die. 
Ye  plains  and  valleys,  where  my  fathers  fleep. 
Mountains,  whereon  I  drew  my  natal  breath. 
Be  free,  while  Odin  lives  :  he  will  not  bear 
To  fee  you  peopled  with  an  horde  of  flaves. 

BALDER. 

Our  tribes  deferve  fuch  monarchs  :  we  would  fall 
Each  breathlefs  on  his  fhield,  nor  bear  the  yoke 
Of  our  imperious  foe, 

ODIN. 

Balder,  what  pain. 
What  anguifli,  keener  than  the  arrow's  point, 
Tortur'd  my  bread,  ere  the  gods  own'd  our  caufe ! 
Ruin  I  faw  was  near.   It  ftung  my  heart. 
To  madnefs  ftung,  to  fee  my  country  fall. 
My  free-bom  Afae  fink  to  Haves;  to  view 
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A  long  illuftrious  line  of  warlike  kings 
Ending  in  me  ignoble  j  to  behold 
A  ftranger  fill  the  throne  my  fathers  rais'd. 
I  might  have  died  with  honour  in  the  field. 
And  gone  to  blifs  and  glory.     Woden's  nymphs, 
I  knew,  my  glittering  bed  had  drefs'd,  the  feafl 
Prepar'd,  and  high  my  golden  fhield  uphung : 
But  felfifh  views  I  fcom'd,  difdain'd  to  die. 
Balder,  I  would  not  quit  my  gallant  tribes. 
While  I  could  wield  a  falchion.     No,  my  Afae, 
While  you  are  fipee,  Odin  will  not  defert  you. 

BALDER. 

Your  Afae  mufl  be  free,  while  fuch  a  prince 
Flames  in  their  van,  and  the  great  lord  of  war 
Aufpicious  fmiles. 

ODIN. 

But  hark !  the  battle  calli. 
See  where  below  the  foes  round  yonder  cliff 
C4 
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In  warlike  phalanx  wind  :  their  polifh'd  fpears 
Flalh  with  keen  luftre  midft  the  darkfome  rocks. 
Our  tribes,  behold,  near  to  the  ninning  ftream. 
Their  glittering  arms  before  them  laid,  in  dread 
Impatience  filent  fit,  and  ftemly  frown. 
Combing  their  raven  hair. 

BALDER. 

But  lo!  they  rife; 
The  hoftile  trump  has  reach'd  their  ears. 

ODIN. 

At  length 
The  hour  of  glory  comes.     My  foul  dilates 
With  the  proud  expe6tation.    Balder,  Seoffrid, 
HoDER,  and  Harold,  Sigismund,  and  Brager, 
Go  forth.     The  glorious  field  is  yovirs.    The  gods 
Have  promis'd  Odin  yon  devoted  foe. 

ALL. 

Lead,  mighty  prince. 
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ODIN. 

_  To  glory. 

Or  to  death. 

CHORUS. 

Sifters,  'tis  many  a  month  fince  laft  I  felt 

A  tranfport  like  the  prefent.     "Where  the  godi 

Are  reverenc'd,  human  hope  is  juftly  rais'd. 

ODIN. 

Yngvon,  go  forth,  and  right  before  yon  wood. 
Between  the  deep  morafs  that  northward  fpreads. 
And  this  huge  ridge  of  rocks,  that  boiinds  the  fouth, 
Marfhall  ovir  tribes  :  there  will  we  face  the  Roman. 
We  will  be  there  with  fpeed, 

\Eant  Yngvon\ 

The  herald  bid. 
When  at  the  grove  of  oaks  the  foe  arrive. 
Inform  us  here.     We  will  not  head  our  tribei 
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Till  the  firft  trump  have  founded.    "Warriors,  here 
Wait  my  return.     I  go,  in  yonder  cave 
To  pay  myfterious  rites  to  war's  proud  Lord. 

{Exit  Odm. 

BALDER  AND  CHORUS. 

BALDER. 

Gods,  what  divinity  of  foul  he  bears ! 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  my  kindling  bofom  burns  : 
Tis  terrible  to  view  him. 

CHORUS. 

Wondrous  valour 
And  ardent  piety  have  almoft  rais'd  him 
Above  the  ftate  of  mortals.     He  was  bom 
To  greatnefs.     Ev'n  when  cradled  in  his  Ihield, 
His  frown  did  daunt  his  mother.     O'er  our  youth 
He  triumph'd,  hardly  more  than  babe.    The  wave* 
Of  Tanais,  roaring  near  the  Euxine  flood. 
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Midft  ftorms  he  breafted,     Down  the  precipice. 

Where  the  eye  fwims,  that  dares  o'erlook  the  brink. 

He  fportful  Aid  upon  his  ofier  targe. 

I  faw  him  once,  when  from  the  cavern  dark 

A  tulky  boar,  roughen'd  with  flakes  of  ice, 

Rufli'd  furious  :  down  his  gaping  throat  the  fteel 

He  forceful  plung'd.     Expiring  at  his  feet 

The  monfler  lay  enormous.    Bom  he  feems 

To  fave  our  Afac. 

BALDER. 

Dreadftil  were  his  pangs. 
While  ruin  prefs'd.     Early  I  fought  his  tent. 
Ere  the  fun  climb'd  our  mountain  tops.    In  fleep 
On  the  bare  rock  he  lay ;  affeftions  ftrong 
Convuls'd  him  :  high  uprais'd  his  clenched  fifl 
Threatening  he  fhook  :  frequent  and  deep  his  groans. 
As  if  his  heart  would  burft :  O  ruin'd  tribes. 
Loft  people,  fad  he  figh'd  j  then,  with  his  fword 
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Uplifted  to  bis  breaft,  he  fmiling  cried, 

Rome,  thx)u  Ihalt  never  hold  me.    Thus  reliev'd 

From  paffion's  guil,  he  cahnly  flumber'd  on. 

ODIN,  CHORUS,  AND  BALDER, 

ODIN. 

Warriors,  I  never  lift  the  lance  for  battle. 

But  my  foul  fwells  :  the  floth  and  Ihame  of  liie> 

That  fink  us  in  the  lazy  hour  of  peace> 

Are  fwept  away.     All  uoblenefs  in  man 

Is  rous'd  to  a6tion.     Scenes  of  glory  flit 

Acrofs  the  brain.     The  deflinies  and  death 

Seem  ready  at  our  nod  on  hated  foes 

To  do  the  work  of  vengeance.    We  are  plac'd 

As  on  a  lofty  eminence,  the  gaze 

Of  the  wide  world ;  and  each  illuflrious  deed 

Shall  go  with  wonder  down  to  diflant  ages. 
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CHORUS. 

When  for  the  freedom  of  his  native  lanci, 
'CJainft  overbearing  hofts  of  haughty  foes. 
The  warrior  arms,  the  gods  his  patriot  courfe 
Not  undelighted  view. 

bDiilr. 

Some  Herald,  ho> 
Command  my  bai-ds  Glymer  and  CantimiA 
To  occupy  this  rock.     The  fpot  o'erlooks 
Our  tribes.    Here  may  they  mark  each  fplendid  featj 
That  fo  in  verfe  immortal  they  may  give 
Odin's  illuftrious  deeds  to  deathlefs  fame  j 
And  fill  the  warrior's  foul  from  age  to  age 
With  admiration  and  aftonifhment, 

BALDER. 

Hither  I  fee  them  fpeed.     On  yonder  cliff 
Their  waving  veftmcnts  glitter  in  the  fun. 
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ODIN. 

Balder,  while  yet  in  youth,  I  fought  our  fo« 
With  Mithridates  on  the  Pontic  ihore. 
Thy  father  faw  me  flefh  my  maiden  fword. 
A  fabre  hung  uplifted  o'er  his  head 
Ready  to  fall :  I  ftay'd  the  furious  ftroke. 
And  cleft  the  foe.     Grods,  how  I  joy'd  to  fee 
A  Roman  fink  beneath  me  I  Thou,  this  day, 
Cas'd  in  the  arms  thy  fire  then  wore,  recall'ft 
The  deed,  and — 

SOLDIER,  ODIN,  BALDER,  and  CHORUS. 

,  SOLDIER. 

Sleipner,  O  dread  fovereign. 
As  in  the  ftalls  we  arm'd  him  for  the  battle, 
Burft  from  his  hold,  and  down  yon  foaming  flood 
Floated  in  wanton  joy ;  along  the  hanks. 
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Shaking  the  dewy  moifture  from  his  fides. 
Rampant  he  flew :  the  diflant  troops  efpied. 
And  war's  loud  trumpet  founding,  high  he  ftretch'd 
His  lifted  head ;  and,  dreadly  fnorting,  breath'd 
Forth  from  his  noftrils  what  to  us  appear'd 
A  blaft  of  ftreaming  fire.     I  deem'd  the  fign 
Propitious,  and  with  fpeed  declare  it.  Prince. 

ODIN. 

Thanks,  Lord  of  war ;  if  with  prefumptuous  hopes 
Thy  creature  fwells,  'tis  thou  infpir'ft  his  foul. 

(Enter  a  Mejfenger.) 

MESSENGER. 

The  foe,  dread  Liege,  have  pafs'd  the  grove,  and  now 
Stand  with  proje6ted  fpears,  and  dare  with  threats 
Our  order'd  tribes. 

ODIN. 

"Warriors,  unfheath  your  fwords. 
And  with  your  king  kneel  to  the  Lord  of  war. 
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Hear,  mighty  God ;  if  on  yon  tented  field 

Thou  fend  thy  minifler  to  aid  my  Afae, 

Nine  hundred  captives,  braveft  of  their  hoft. 

Shall  bleed  upon  thy  altars  ;  to  the  fpot 

Our  tribes  fhall  roll  huge  mafs  of  unhewn  ftohes. 

And  range  in  myftic  circle.     There  Ihall  ftand 

Thy  image  j  there  thy  fires  eternal  bum  j 

While  facred  quires  at  thy  myfterious  rites 

Shall  chaunt  midft  rocks  and  groves  their  raptvirous 

hymns. 
So  fall  my  fword  refifllefs  on  the  foe. 
As  what  ray  tongue  has  vow'd  my  hand  performs. 

ALL. 

So  fall  our  fwords  refifllefs  on  the  foe. 
As  join  our  vows  with  Odin's. 

CHORUS. 

So  may  our  tribes  return  triumphant  home. 
As  join  our  vows  with  Odin's. 
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ODIN. 

Now,  warriors,  on  j  the  God,  the  God  infpires. 

Bid  all  our  bards,  ftriking  at  once,  upraife 

Their  loftieft  drains  :  fee  that  our  files  advance 

With  Ihouts,  and  clanging  arms,  and  geftures  dire. 

As  may  appal  the  foe  :  on  all  thefe  hills 

Let  altars  blaze,  and  holy  vi6tims  bleed. 

To  the  dread  God  of  war.     On,  warriors,  on  j 

I  feel  a  ftrong  divinity  within  me. 

Beyond  all  omens,  and  all  mortal  powers. 

Ruling  the  foul.   Behold  my  brandiih'd  fword ; 

It  llreams  with  fire.    Dread  power,  I  come,  I  come. 

I  am  the  fiery  fpirit  ye  would  have  me. 

Yon  hated  Roman,  cruih'd  beneath  this  arm. 

Shall  feel  the  Gtxl  that  rules  me. 

[Exeunt  Odin,  Balder,  ^c, 

CHORUS. 

His  parting  words,  his  glowing  form,  the  blaze 

VOL.  I.  D 
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Of  fomething  more  than  mortal,  fire  my  foul 
Uprais'd.     I  feem  entranc'd.     Relations  ftrange 
Of  heavenly  fpirits  riding  through  the  air  , 

In  folemn  miniflry  to  favour 'd  warriors, 
Firft  taught  in  wondering  youth,  and  fince  confirm'd 
By  the  deep  lore  of  confecrated  priefls,  , 

Rulh  on  the  mind.     Over  our  heads,  perhaps,  I 

Ev'n  now  they  pafs  to  yonder  army  :  hark ! 
Whence  is  that  found  ?  High  in  the  pathlefs  air 
Methought  it  ftruck  my  ear :  and  hark  !  Again  ? 
And  nearer  too  it  feems,  as  from  the  north 
One  flew  o'er  yonder  mountains. 
Strophe.  1. 

Sifters,  hear  you  in  the  Iky 

The  noife  of  armour  clanging  nigh  ? 

Who  is  fhe  on  {how-white  fteed  ? 

Dread  her  afpe6t,  dread  her  fpeed. 

On  yonder  field  flie  darts  her  eye,  . 
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The  Goddefs  (he  of  deftiny. 
From  Woden's  hall 
She  comes,  to  call 
Our  heroes  to  his  feaft : 
Lo !  her  fword,  that  ftreams  with  light. 
She  points  o'er  many  a  gallant  knight ! 

She  marks  him  for  her  gueft. 
Hark !  the  trumps  to  battle  found. 
She  (hakes  her  dreadful  helm,  and  looks  exulting 
roiond. 

Antiftropbe.  1. 
Woden's  fons  on  Afgard's  plain. 
Now  come  forth  with  regal  train. 
To  lead  each  valiant  chief  who  fells 
Within  Valhalla's  glittering  walls. 
Far  off  their  poli(h'd  helmets  gleam. 
And  proud  their  waving  banners  (Iream. 
With  Uireatening  brow. 
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That  aw'd  the  foe. 
The  new-fall'n  chiefs  defcend : 
Their  gaihes,  ftreaming  ftill  with  gore, 
Diftain  the  yellow  fanded  fliore  : 

The  Spirits  forward  bend  j 
They  view  their  wounds,  they  view  their  fears. 
Their  blood-befprinkled  plumes,  and  falchions  bruis'd 
in  wars. 

Strophe.  2. 
Happy  yotith,  by  defliny 

Doom'd  on  yonder  field  to  die  : 

.     1 
For  him  the  lufcious  board  is  fpread  j 

For  him  is  deck'd  the  glittering  bed } 

Blooming  virgins  ready  ftand,  i 

To  fill  with  flowing  cups  his  hand ; 

In  glittering  rows. 

Where  chiefs  repofe 
Beneath  the  golden  roof; 
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Where  enthron'd  the  God  divine 
Quaffs  the  richly  fparkling  wine  j 
While  Bards  on  high  aloof, 
Midft  arched  vaults,  that  echo  far. 
Sweep  the  refounding  harps,  and  raife  the  fong  of  war. 
Antyiropbe.   2. 
Through  the  lofty  gate  he  hies. 
The  feaft  is  flay'd,  the  warriors  rife ; 
Their  founding  armour  rattles  dread. 
Up  to  the  throne  of  Woden  led. 
From  the  God  fuch  glory  flreams. 
He  turns  afide  to  fhun  the  beams. 
His  glorioias  name. 
His  warlike  feme. 
To  found  of  trumps  is  told  : 
He  fwells  with  pride,  he  gazes  round. 
Again  the  lofty  trumpets  foimd. 
He  lifts  his  fhield  of  gold, 
D3 
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And  dares  the  proudeft  to  the  field ; 
The  admiring  warriors  fhout,  and  ftrike  the  clanging 
ihield. 

CHORUS. 

Hark,  fifters  j  break  we  off.     For  lo  !  the  bards 
Glymer  and  aged  Cantimir  approach. 

GLYMER,  CANTIMIR,  akd  CHORUS. 

GLYMER. 

The  favour  of  the  gods,  fair  train,  be  yours. 
Here,  brother,  may  we  fit :  beneath  the  cliff. 
That  dark  o'erhangs  us,  this  rude  feat  invites, 
HoUow'd  by  nature  in  the  rock,  where  ne'er 
The  bleak  north  enters.     All  the  plain  below 
Lies  clear  in  view.     But  mark,  how  either  hofl 
Prepar'd,  awaits  the  fignal  j  flem  and  flill 
The  Roman ;  ours  with  valour's  fiery  rage 
Hardly  reflrain'd. 
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CHORUS. 

Inform  us,  noble  bard. 
Of  yonder  Roman,  who  pre-eminent 
Proudly  o'erlooks  the  legions  j  dread  the  plumes 
That  fliade  his  helm ;  fedate  he  gazes  round 
As  maftering  mighty  thoughts ;  heralds  unnumber'd 
Approach  him,  and  to  all  parts  feem  to  bear 
His  mandates. 

GLYMER. 

Of  no  common  chief  you  afk. 
Great  Pompey,  name  illuftrious,  long  renown'd 
Throughout  the  eaft ;  our  rude  Cilician  waves. 
The  Libyan  fands,  and  far  Iberia  weft 
Have  felt  his  fword.     In  Rome,  'tis  faid,  he  reigns 
Omnipotent,  and  from  her  lofty  hills 
Governs  the  world.     He  broke  the  wondrous  might 
Of  Mithridates,  who  through  fifty  years. 
Sternly  defying,  check'd  imperial  Rome. 

D4 
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Tis  certain  none  can  match  this  conqueror, 
Odin  excepted.     Sure  the  trump  doth  found ; 
Onward,  behold,  the  warriors  ardent  rufh !  > 

CHORUS.  ' 

Great  God  of  battle,  who,  above  thefe  heavens  „' 

Rolling  thy  thunder,  aw'ft  a  trembling  world. 
Now  on  thy  Afae  fmile ;  their  arrows  guide 
Unerring  to  the  hearts  of  yonder  Romans  j 
So  may  thefe  mountains,  by  thy  altars  crown'd. 
Brighten  with  fires,  and  echo  facred  hymns. 

GLYMER.  i 

See,  brother,  with  what  wild  and  defperate  rage 
Our  Afae  fhower  their  arrows  midft  the  foes. 
Thick  drop  tlie  Romans  round.     A  field  like  this. 
Brave  Cantimir,  we  faw  fome  winters  paft. 
When  thou  and  I  beneath  the  walls  of  Zeila, 
Where  feven  proud  legions  fell,  laft  ftain'd  our  fwordt 
With  blood.    Triarius  led  the  Romans,  we 
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"Were  headed  by  the  Pontic  king.     In  vain 
Near  Talara,  by  great  Euphrates  wafh'd. 
We  dar'd  them  to  renew  the  fight :  nine  days 
We  flood  expectant :  on  the  tenth,  the  foe 
Retiring,  left  the  Armenian  valleys  free. 
Our  fingers  then  had  never  fwept  the  harp ; 
The  fword  was  all  our  paftime. 

CHORUS. 

Mighty  gods. 
Sure,  or  my  fenfes  fail  me,  or  the  foe 
Fall  back  before  our  tribes. 

6LYMER. 

Look,  noble  dames. 
Yonder,  where  Odin  rufhes,  like  a  ftorm. 
Breaking  the  files  before  him  :  lo  I  his  tribes 
Prefs  on,  and  fill  the  bloody  path  he  makes  . 
1  he  hardieft  Roman  dares  not  meet  his  rage. 
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CHORUS.  .< 

Bom  in  the  camp,  our  infant  eyes  firft  gaz'd 
On  fcenes  of  blood  :  to  the  loud  clang  of  arm» 
Our  ears  firft  liften'd  j  war  is  now  our  pride.  ? 

Yon  glorious  fcene  tranfports  us  j  long  will  live        .' 
Their  name,  who  for  their  threaten'd  country  fall.      ' 

GLYMER.  li 

Ha  !  who  is  he  engaging  yonder  Roman  ? 
*Tis  Balder,  braveft  of  our  warlike  tribes. 
Lo !  where  they  ftand  upon  the  river's  bank 
Remote.  Bright  gleam  their  falchions :  thick  around,  ' 
Struck  from  their  helms,  the  fiery  fparkles  fly. 
Ah  !  fee,  by  fome  difaftrous  ftroke  opprefs'd. 
Balder  has  dropp'd  upon  his  knee ;  yet  ftill 
He  threats  the  foe  :  the  Roman  arm  is  rais'd,  ' 

Ready  to  fall,  and  crulh  him.     Gods,  behold,  [ 

A  troop  of  gallant  Afae  mfhing  in :  C 

The  Roman  flies  3  Balder,  though  refcu'd,  lies 
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Alone,  and  bleeding  on  the  ground. 

CHORUS. 

Behold, 
Illuflrious  bards,  how  on  all  fides  retreat 
The  yielding  legions.     Gods,  with  what  wild  joy. 
What  fiery  indignation,  headftrong  fury. 
Our  conquering  tribes  are  borne  !  O'er  all  the  field 
Our  falchions  gleam,  our  arrows  fpeed !  Behind 
We  leave  the  plain  cover 'd  with  flaughter'd  Romans. 
Before  us  Pompey  and  his  legions  fly ! 
Thanks,  Lord  of  war.     Sifters,  for  what  an  hoxir 
Of  glory  have  the  favouring  gods  referv'd  us  ! 
Kneel,  fitters,  kneel  in  thanks.     My  bofom  fweils 
With  tranfport,  and  with  gratitude  to  heaven. 

GLTMEB. 

See,  noble  dames,  where  up  this  ru^ed  rock. 
Balder,  by  aged  Trigguesom  led. 
Leaning  upon  his  fword,  ftill  down  his  cuifhes 
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The  red  ftream  flowing,  climbs  with  faltering  ftep. 
Midway  he  flops,  back  on  our  conquering  tribes 
To  dart  his  eye :  fee  with  what  joy  he  gazes 
On  the  old  warrior,  and  with  briflter  ftep 
Seems  to  advance, 

CHORUS. 

The  plain  is  clear'd.     The  foes 
Have  fled  round  yonder  rock.     Conquer'd  and  con-  .  | 

querors 
Have  vanifli'd  from  ovir  view.     Now  quick  goes  on 
The  glorious  work  of  vengeance.     Rinda's  words 
Are  haftening  to  completion.     Haughty  Rome, 
Now  feel  the  vigour  of  a  northern  arm  j 
Thy  day.  of  retribution  dreadly  comes  : 
From  thy  meridian  greatnefs  thou  art  falling. 
And  foon  flialt  fet  for  ever.     Valiant  tribes. 
In  fame  of  war,  in  conqueft  doubly  dear. 
May  yovu"  return  be  fwift :  your  wives,  your  daughters. 
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Long  to  behold  you  ftain'd  with  Roman  blood. 
And  leading  captive  legions. 

BALDER,  CHORUS,  GLYMER,  and 
CANTIMIR. 

CHORUS. 

Noble  fillers. 
Let  us  receive  with  reverence  a  warrior. 
Who  falls  to  free  his  country. 

BALDER. 

God  of  war. 
Accept  my  thanks.     It  was  my  foul's  firft  wilh. 
That  I  might  die  beneath  an  hoftile  arm ; 
And  I  have  fall'n  upon  a  glorious  field. 

CHORUS. 

Hear,  Romans,  his  laft  words,  and  learn  the  foil/ 
Of  forging  chains  for  freemen. 
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BALDER. 

Thoufands  now 
Are  raging  'gainft  a  routed  foe  in  vengeance ; 
While  Balder  ufelefs  lies  :  this  thought  alone 
Troubles  my  joy  in  death. 

CHORUS. 

Balder,  thy  name 
Will  live  on  eartli  among  the  fons  of  warriors. 
While  thou  for  ages  in  the  hall  of  Woden 
Shalt  ihare  the  feaft  of  heroes. 

BALDER. 

Noble  dames, 
O  tell  my  fon  how  his  brave  father  fell ; 
Tell  him  I  have  defcended  to  Valhalla, 
And  tell—  (B  alder  faints.) 

CHORUS. 

Soft,  lifters,  lay  him  gently  on  the  ground  : 
His  blood  flows  faft  :  his  ecftafy  in  death 
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Has  overpower'd  him.     Noble  was  his  fpirit : 
Odin  excepted,  one  more  brave  ne'er  rais'd 
His  falchion  'gainft  a  Roman. 

BALDER  {recovering). 

Light  of  day. 
Do  I  ftill  view  thee  ?  I  had  hop'd  ere  this 
To  fit  with  heroes  at  the  feaft  of  Woden. 
Beneath  the  oak,  where  late  I  flew  three  Romans, 
(Their  blood  ftill  marks  the  fpot)  inter  me. 
Twould  pleafe  my  ftiade,  if  Odin's  hands  would  fling 
My  fpear  and  battle-axe  into  the  grave. 
Requeft  the  gallant  tribes,  with  whom  I  conquer 'd. 
To  raife  my  fimeral  mount.   I  can  no  more. 
Thanks  to  the  God  of  war,  my  days  are  pafs'd ; 
I  fliall  not  meanly  pine  with  flow  difeafe : 
I  fliall  not  droop  with  melancholy  age. 
A  foe  purfu'd  by  my  brave  countrymen 
Was  the  laft  (bene  I  gaz'd  on.     On  my  ftiield 
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Lay  me,  and  let  me  gralp  my  fword  in  death. 
Thus  warrior-like  I  die.     This  fword  infcrib'd 
With  myftic  chara6ters  of  mighty  power  j 
This  fhield,  on  which  my  nobleft  feats  are  pi6hir'd. 
Bear  to  my  fon.     My  days  are  paft :  I  come, 
,Woden,  I  come ;  rejoicing  I  Ihall  meet  thee } 
Rejoicing  die.  [Dies. 

CHORUS, 

Stand,  fitters,  round  his  corfe. 
And  chaunt  the  dirge  we  fing  to  parted  warriors. 
How  bleft  is  he,  whom  hoftile  fpears 
Strike  to  the  ground  in  youthful  years  ! 
Great  warriors  form  his  tomb,  and  lay 
His  duft  in  confecrated  clay : 
While  chiefs  illuftrious  fling  below 
The  kirtled  axe  and  bending  bow : 
Befide  him  flows  the  burfting  fount. 
And  o'er  him  fwells  the  martial  mount. 
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2. 

The  mofly  ftones  fhall  mark  his  grave. 
And  the  tall  grafs  in  fummer  wave. 
Far  o'er  the  heath,  with  golden  gleam. 
His  fpear  and  trophied  helm  Ihall  beam. 
His  tomb  the  bard  Ihall  frequent  haunt. 
And  all  his  fweeteft  dirges  chaunt  j 
While  paffing  chieftains  pointing  cry. 
There  the  Warrior's  afhes  lie.' 

CHORUS. 

Now,  lifters,  turn  we  our  fweet  thoughts  to  conquefl ; 
Prepare  the  fong  triumphant :  hail  our  chief 
With  that  high  flrain  fram'd  by  our  fires  of  yore. 
When  from  the  eaft,  leaving  Imaus'  tops. 
They  roam'd  the  Afcanimian  hills,  and  on, 
Courfing  Oxantes'  banks,  they  forc'd  their  way 
Through  frozen  Scythia  to  the  Cafpian  fhore. 
And  here  at  length  on  lofty  Caucafus 

vol..  I.  B 
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Eftabliih'd  fole  dominion.     Now  again 
Our  mountains  echo  witli  tlie  ftrains  of  joy. 

GLYMEB. 

Ah  me !  what  means  that  warrior  flying  fwift 
Round  yonder  rock  ?  an  Afeen  fure  j  I  know 
Thofe  arms,  that  plume. 

CHORUS. 

O  ye  almighty  Powers, 
What  do  I  fee  ?  A  multitude  of  Afae, 
Like  the  returning  flood,  o'erflow  the  plain. 
In  wild  diforder  fcatter'd  :  Roman  fpears 
Thick  fliower'd,  they  falling  ftrew  the  ground. 

GLYMER. 

Too  true,^ 
Too  true.     Would  I  had  died  before  this  day.         1 

CHORUS. 

O  fifters,  now  our  forrows  are  complete  :  < 

Ruin  and  fhame  o'ertake  us.     Our  dominion  ' 
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Is  pafs'd  J  oiir  name,  ere  long,  from  off  the  earth 
"Will  vaniih  :  no  memorial  will  remain 
To  fpeak  of  Odin's  warriors. 

GLYMER. 

Caktimir> 
See  rtretch'd  upon  the  plain  our  veterans  brave, 
Renown'd  in  many  a  glorious  field  of  yore, 
SiEGGE,  and  Harold,  Bragler,  and  Harfagrb, 
And  thofe  twin  youths,  the  thunderbolts  of  war, 
Faner  and  Grokfire.     Ev'n  but  now  they  fell : 
I  know  their  armour.     See  you  Odin,  dames  ? 
Our  eyes  in  vain  explore  him. 

CHORUS. 

He  has  fallen 
At  the  firft  flight,  I  doubt  not :  fouls  like  his 
Difdain  to  outlive  freedom.     Mighty  Gods, 
What  have  we  done,  what  have  your  Afae  done. 
That  thus  yovir  bittereft  wrath  is  pour'd  upon  m  ? 
K  a 
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GLYMER. 

Retire  awhile,  ye  noble  dames :  for,  lo ! 
The  legions  far  out-ftretch'd  in  wide  array 
Break  on  our  view.     Behold,  a  meirenger 
Has  haftening  climb'd  the  fteep. 

CHORUS. 

Without  his  Ihield 
He  comes.   Shall  we  deign  converfe  with  him,  fillers? 

MESSENGER. 

I  come  from  Odin,  noble  dames.  My  fliield  I  thre\V, 
By  his  command,  afide,  to  fpeed  my  courfe. 

CHORUS. 

He  ftands  abfolv'd.     Stranger,  lives  Odin  ftill  ? 

MESSENGER. 

He  wills  that  high  be  heap'd,  without  delay. 

The  funeral  pile.     He  will  be  here  with  fpeed.  ' 

CHORUS. 

Where  left  you  him  ? 
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MESSENGER. 

The  tale  is  long  and  fad. 
You  faw  with  what  terrific  might  we  dar'd 
The  rufhing  foes.     Long  time  before  our  tribes 
They  fled ;  till  at  the  facred  fount,  where  oft 
The  prieft  in  happier  days  perform'd  his  rites. 
They  ftopp'd ;'  they  flood ;  and  on  our  fliouting  tribes 
Returning,  pour'd  an  iron  ftorra  of  fpears, 
Reliftlefs ;  while  from  rocks  and  mountain  tra6l3, 
Ambufli'd  in  tangled  thickets,  mofly  bogs. 
And  the  dark  mouths  of  folitary  caves. 
Legions  entire  in  dreadful  circle  rufli'd 
Impetuous,  like  the  founding  mountain  ftorm. 
Thus  in  the  glorious  courfe  of  vidory. 
Giving  a  loofe  to  manly  rage  of  vengeance. 
We  flood  by  foes  inclos'd.     Amaz'd,  appall'd. 
Ten  thoufand  javelins  founding  o'er  our  heads. 
We  gaz'd  around  in  mute  diftrefs.     Ah !  tlien,        j 
^3 
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Woden  the  high,  the  terrible,  in  clouds 

Involv'd,  and  darknefs,  froni  the  fight  retir'd 

Indignant ;  and  as  through  the  troubled  Iky  * 

Svdlen  he  ihook  his  gloomy  fhield,  the  air  1 

Low  thunder'd,  and  huge  drops  of  blood  let  fall. 

The  fatal  omen  feen,  our  mortal  chief. 

Infuriate  with  defpair,  through  Roman  hofts 

Burft  headlong :  fierce  and  wild  as  winter  wolves. 

That,  rous'd  by  famine,  rulh  fiom  Scythian  heights 

Down  the  bare  rock,  and  fnowy  precipice. 

We  fprang,  we  flew,  breaking  tremendous  forth,        ' 

Through  groves  of  fpears,  and  wedged  files.  Our  path 

Was  drench'd  with  blood ;  hills  of  the  dead  arofe  : 

Odin,  a  miracle,  furvives  i  fome  God 

Has  guarded  him,  for  ne'er  fell  fpears  fo  thick 

Round  mortal  man  innocuous.     To  the  camp 

The  melancholy  remnants  of  our  tribes 

Come  weak,  come  hopelefs  :  mournful  was  the  fcene. 
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That  ftruck  me,  while  the  fteep  afcent  I  climb'd. 
I  faw  the  plain  cover'd  with  flaughter'd  Afae  j 
I  faw  our  warriors,  broken,  languid,  few. 
Their  wounds  ftill  ftreaniing  blood,  with  painful  ftep 
Strain  labouring  toward  tlie  mountain :  fome  by  brooks. 
To  flake  their  thirfl  with  the  cool  flowing  ibeam. 
Lay  languid  3  fome,  beneath  the  fpreading  trees 
With  toil  and  pain  o'erpower'd,  funk  down  and  died. 
Others  were  toiling  up  tlie  precipice. 
And  dragg'd  with  pain  their  mafly  fhield  behind  them. 
Sad  are  thefe  fcenes  to  hear  of,  noble  dames. 
But  fadder  were  to  me  to  look  upon. 

[Exeunt  Mejfeager,  Glymcr,  Cantimir. 

CHORUS. 

Strophe. 
He  comes,  he  comes. 
Striding  with  giant  pace. 
The  Genius  flem  of  defolation : 
«4 
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He  lifts  his  mighty  mace 
'Gainll  thee,  unbleft,  devoted  nation. 
From  his  dark  frown  away 
I  turn,  in  wild  difmay : 
O'er  yonder  hills  his  courfe  he  takes  j 
Each  mafly  tower  and  temple  fhakes  : 

Mounting  the  lofty  walls. 
Round  him  his  daemons  dark  he  calls. 
Loud  blows  a  dreadful  blaft,  that  fhakes  the  land. 
Stamps  with  his  iron  foot,  and  hurls  a  flaming  brand 
Ant'yirophe, 
And  fee,  ah  !  fee. 
From  hallow'd  mount  and  grove. 
Hurried  away  in  wild  diforder. 

The  guardian  Spirits  move. 
And  leave  the  fated  kingdom's  border. 
Frowning,  from  Woden's  fhrine. 
Retreats  the  power  divine. 
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And  trails  his  bloody  fword  along. 
For  ever  mute  the  chaunted  fong, 

Thor  fullenly  retires. 
And  quits  his  half-extinguifh'd  fires  : 
Lo !  Freya's  fane,  the  vidims  bleeding  round. 
Abruptly  burfting,  falls  in  ruins  to  the  ground. 
Epode. 
Soon  will  thefe  untrod  mountains  o'er 
The  warrior's  voice  be  heard  no  more : 
Soon  in  contempt  will  turn  tlie  foe 
From  defart  rocks,  and  wilds  of  fnow ; 
.    O'er  the  heath  with  ruin  fpread. 
O'er  the  hillocks  of  the  dead. 
Rapid  will  the  horfeman  feud, 
Aw'd  by  the  fearfiil  folitude. 
Perhaps,  along  the  mountain's  fide, 
Uptom  by  torrents  walling  wide, 
Our.armoui"  ftrange  may  catch  the  traveller's  eyesj 
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Our  mighty  falchions  he  may  wield  j 
May  dreadly  poife  each  weight  of  ftiield ; 
And  gaze  upon  the  bones  of  giant  fize. 

CHORUS. 

See,  fifters,  where  tlie  fvm  with  angry  ray 
Sinks  in  the  weft  :  Ah  !  never  will  his  orb 
Riling  behold  the  race  of  Afae  more. 
But  fpeed  we  now  our  moimiful  tafk  to  build 
The  pile  funereal,  and  due  rites  prepare. 
And  folemn  ftate,  that  fo  we  may  perform 
Fitly  this  laft  and  dreadful  facrifice. 

{_Exit  Semicborus. 

MESSENGER  and  SEMICHORUS. 

MESSENGER. 

The  rock  is  girt  with  Roman  files  :  at  dawn. 
At  early  dawn,  ourfelves,  our  priefts,  our  king. 
And  this  bleak  rock,  his  fole  remains  of  empire^ 
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Muil  own  the  conqueror :  defperate  was  the  field. 

And  terrible  tlie  flaughter :  few,  alas  ! 

Of  our  brave  heroes  'fcap'd  the  furious  foe. 

And  crept  with  wounded  limbs  back  to  this  mountain, 

SEMICHORUS. 

Ah  !  happy,  happy  they,  on  yonder  plain. 

Who,  near  their  native  walls,  in  freedom's  caufe 

Contending,  fell  beneatli  an  hottile  fpear. 

They  feel  no  Ihame  j  tliey  (hrink  not  with  difmay 

From  thofe  intolerable  ills,  that  prefs 

The  flave  ;  they  need  no  defperate  refolutioii 

To  drive  the  lifted  fteel  into  their  breafts. 

And  fhun  by  death  the  pangs  of  fervitude  ; 

They  find  in  other  worlds  that  liberty. 

Which  here  their  brothers  want. 

MESSENGER. 

Odin,  fair  train, 
I  faw,  amidft  the  ruins  of  a  temple. 
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Leaning  with  lifted  arm  upon  a  ftirine. 

Huge  heaps  of  fhapelefs  Hone  tumbled  loofe  round, 

him. 
His  hand  yet  grafp'd  a  fword ;  and  o'er  his  back 
His  fhield  ftill  hung  ;  around  he  roU'd  his  eyes. 
That  fhot  a  flame,  which  aw'd  me.     Livid  fpots 
Had  ftain'd  his  face ;  and  all  his  countenance 
Seem'd  tempefted  with  rapid  gufls  of  paflion. 
He  fpeaks  not  j  nor  has  once,  'tis  faid,  been  heard 
To  groan.     Four  faithful  chiefs  at  diflance  (land, 
JBut  dare  not  near  approach  hun, 

CHORUS. 

Hark !  what  noife 
Tximultuous  ftrikes  mine  ear  ? 

MESSENGER. 

A  female  band 
Is  bufied  heaping  up  the  fianeral  pile  :    ^ 
On  it  they  throw  falchions,  and  fhields,  and  helms. 
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That  rudely  tofs*d  return  a  clafhing  found* 

CHORUS. 

O  fillers,  think  ye  that  through  all  our  tribes 

The  fear  of  death  finds  entrance  ?  Know,  this  arm 

Could  ftrike  the  wretch,  that  would  live  on  enflav'd. 

MESSENGER. 

Behold,  up  yonder  fteep  an  infant  troop 
Climb  haftening  to  the  pile. 

CHORUS. 

They  little  think. 
Devoted  band,  how  foon  their  youthful  courfe 
Mufl  ceafe,  and  all  their  bright  hopes  end  in  death. 
Yet  they  mull  die.     No  child  of  Odin's  race 
Mull  Hoop  beneath  a  mailer. 
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Scene  opens,  and  dijcovers  a  funeral  file,  heaped  up' 
'with  all  kinds  of  furniture  j  ivith  gold  andjilver, 
vAth  the  inflrumcnts  of  religious  duties,  and  various 
kinds  of  armour.  Children  Jlanding  at  the  bottom  : 
the  Priejis  and  Scalds  ranged  before  it,  with  the 
•whole  Chorus.     Odin  leans  againfi  it. 

CHORUS. 

Lord  of  war,  propitious  fmile ; 
*ro  thee  we  raife  the  deathful  pile : 
Do  thou  in  other  worlds  beftow 
That  freedom,  which  we  lofe  below. 

2. 
Shame  and  flavery  we  difdain  j 
Th'  ignoble  fcourge,  the  fervile  chain* 
Indignant  fet  our  fpirits  free> 
And  fly,  great  Lord  of  war,  to  thee. 

PRIEST. 

With  blood  of  falcon,  in  the  moon's  eclipfd 
Slain  to  the  God  of  war,  we  confecrate. 
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In  virtue  of  our  high  and  awful  office. 

This  foleran  pile,  thefe  plumes,  and  batter'd  helms, 

Thefe  lacred  inftruments  of  holy  rites. 

And  this  myfterious  ring,  diftain'd  with  gore. 

Ourlelves,  our  nation,  king,  and  prieft,  and  people. 

In  the  laft  hour  of  freedom  greatly  ofFer'd 

To  the  high  gods  in  mortal  facrifice. 

We  confecrate  witli  falcon's  holy  blood. 

CHORUS. 

Sifters,  has  fearch  been  made  round  all  the  hills, 
Tliat  not  a  patriot,  fpent  percliance  with  wounds. 
In  fome  dark  cave  or  wooded  hollow,  lofe 
The  privilege  of  death  ?  Let  proud  Rome  learn. 
When  on  our  mountain  top  tlie  flame  afcends. 
What  an  unconquer'd  fpirit  fhe  would  break. 

ODIN. 

Blaii  her,  great  God  of  battles. 
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i-RIEST. 

As  the  blood 
Flow'd  from  the  falcon,  native  of  thefe  rocks. 
Till  the  proud  bird  expir'd  upon  thy  fhrine. 
So  let  the  haughty  Roman  fpirit  fink 
Year  after  year  beneath  a  northern  arm. 
Till  fpread  in  ruins  her  wide  empire  lie. 

ODIV. 

Hear,  God  of  battles,  hear :  I  do  not  pray,  "' 

That  thou  Ihouldft  inllant  arm  our  North,  and  pom- 
All  her  fierce  fons  in  vengeance  from  their  mountains,' 
To  crufh  this  Rome  at  once.     No ;  let  her  ftand 
Awhile,  and  know  a  tyrant's  iron  fway. 
Let  monfters,  bred  in  her  own  hideous  womb. 
And  fent  by  nature  forth  for  vengeance,  bear 
Rule  o'er  her.     Let  them  fpread  deftruftion  dire. 
And  fport  the  while  in  mockery  of  her  wrongs. 
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Let  wanton  infult,  foul  indignities 

Shame  her  proud  confular  chair :  fo  be  Ihe  funk 

Ev'n  to  the  loweft  ftate :  then  in  her  fons 

To  the  laft  fpark  put  out  all  noblenefs. 

That  they  may  tamely  linger  on  in  fhame. 

Nor  dare  to  die  as  we  do. 

CHORUS. 

Hark  I  fome  noife 
Comes  this  way  from  the  hoftile  camp. 
(Enter  a  Mejfenger.) 

MESSENGER. 

A  Roman, 
Sent,  as  he  fays,  on  embafly  of  moment. 
Waits  at  the  poftem  gate. 

oniN. 

I  cannot  fee  him : 
My  defperate  nature  fwells  with  indignation 
Ev'n  at  the  name  of  Rome.     Condudt  him  back. 
VOL.  I.  r 
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CHORUS. 

Dread  prince,  it  were  a  weaknefs  unbefeeming 
Your  royal  ftate,  thus  to  refufe  a  parley 
On  equal  terms,  when  by  the  foe  defired. 

ODIN. 

Bid  him  appear.    You  know  not,  noble  damesj 
What  mingled  pangs  of  fliame  and  indignation. 
Working  at  this  dread  moment  of  defpair, 
Tempeft  my  foul.     I  had  an  ancient  kingdom, 
I  rang'd  beneath  my  banners  tribes  of  freemen, 
I  bore  an  high  name  through  the  nations  round. 
And  fpread  my  fame  in  war.     I  had  full  hop'd 
To  go  illuflrious  down  to  Woden's  hall. 
And  leave  my  Yngvon  on  his  father's  throne : 
O  blaft,  ye  Gods,  yon  Roman :  in  his  turn, 
O  vifit  him  :  let  not  his  end  be  profperous. 
Nor  grace  nor  honour  comfort  him  in  age  j 
Drive  him  a  fugitive  from  land  to  land : 
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Force  him  to  crouch  to  bafe  flaves  for  proteftion. 
And  be  by  flaves  difdain'd.     Then  on  the  ftiore, 
Headlefs,  a  prey  to  vultures  may  he  lie, 
Till  his  proud  Conqueror  come  and  pity  him. 

HERALD,  ODIN,  &c.  &c. 

ODIN. 

Away,  away  j  I  cannot  look  upon  him, 

HERALD. 

Great  Pompey,  haplefs  king,  anxious  to  fpare 
Thy  life,  and  ftay  the  flow  of  human  blood. 
Profilers  thee  freedom  and  thy  ancient  fceptre. 
Upon  condition  thou  fubmit  to  Rome. 

ODIN. 

Infulting  chief  !—Condu6l  the  herald  back, 

MESSENGER. 

Such  anfwer,  fent  in  fuch  an  hour  as  this. 

Will  grieve  great  Pompey,  who,  believe  me,  prince, 

F  2 


64  ODIN. 

Pities  thy  fortunes,  and  admires  thy  valoHr. 

ODIN. 

He  little  knows  the  temper  of  the  race. 
O'er  whom  he  triumphs.     Lead  the  herald  back 
With  honours  fuch  as  fuit  the  foe  of  Odin. 
"We  brook  no  further  parley. 

lExii  Herald,  tsfc. 
Here  expeift 
My  quick  return.     I  go  to  yonder  grove. 

lExit  Odin. 

CHORUS,  &c.  &c. 

CHORUS. 

O  that  the  fatal  hour  were  pall !  I  long 
To  die,  and  end  at  once  this  hated  being  : 
The  pile  adom'd  with  folemn  facrifice 
Awes  me,  a  ftranger  as  I  am  to  fear. 
And^  when  I  turn  my  eyes  to  yonder  plains 
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And  vallies,  which  the  glorious  fun  illumes. 

Once  the  domain  of  Odin  and  his  Afae, 

A  forrowful  affedtion  touches  me. 

And  my  foul  fickening  longs  to  be  at  reft. 

And  you,  ye  babes,  feated  upon  the  pile, 

Unconfcious  of  the  fpeedy  end  that  waits  you. 

Troubled  I  gaze  on  you  :  you  might  have  liv'd 

To  emulate  your  fatliers,  to  attain 

An  equal  glory,  and  more  profperous  fortune  : 

You  might  have  crufh'd  thefe  Romans,  and  infcrib'd 

Our  rocks  and  mountains  with  your  deeds  of  valour  j 

You  might  have  died  in  all  the  pxide  of  war. 

And  met  our  heroes  in  Valhalla's  courts  : 

Now  you  muft  fall  unknown,  unnam'd,  unhonour'd. 

Ere  yet  your  infant  hands  have  grafp'd  the  fword. 

Or  yovir  young  hearts  have  beat  to  war  and  glory. 
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ODIN,  CHORUS,  &c.  &c. 

ODIN. 

High  fervant  of  the  gods,  receive  this  fword. 

Stain  it  with  holy  blood,  and  on  the  pile 

Depofit  high  the  confecrated  blade. 

With  it  I  overcame  Triarius. 

Tis  mark'd  with  myHic  charaders.     Twas  found 

After  a  ftorm  on  lofty  Caucafus 

By  my  great  anceftor  Nicador  fam'd. 

And  call'd  Aftolpho  :  from  beneath  the  afh. 

That  fpreads  its  branches  o'er  the  gods,  it  fell : 

And,  while  our  kingdom  flood,  in  holy  groves 

Uniheath'd  it  hung,  handled  by  none  but  kings. 

Odin  will  enter  high  Valhalla  with  it. 

PRIEST. 

Thus  with  the  falcon's  blood  we  charm  the  blade. 
And  thus  devote  it  to  the  God  of  war. 
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ODIN. 

Command  that  Sleipner  to  the  pile  be  led, 
Cloath'd  with  that  rich  caparifon,  which  once 
He  wore,  when  from  the  waters  of  Euphrates, 
I  chac'd  the  flying  legions  of  Lucullus. 
Tis  ftain'd  with  Roman  blood.     I  would  be  feen 
So  mounted,  by  the  heroes  of  Valhalla. 

PRIEST. 

Yonder,  dread  prince,  befide  the  pile,  the  prieft 
Sprinkles  proud  Sleipner  with  the  holy  blood. 
Devoting  him  to  the  great  Gkxi  of  war. 

ODIN. 

Command,  that  on  tlie  groves  and  mountain  topi 

The  facred  priefts  their  folemn  rites  perform. 

While  Odin  to  Valhalla's  courts  defcends. 

My  mind  is  eas'd ;  Rome,  thou  haft  done  thy  worft ; 

Thou  haft  fubdu'd,  but  not  dilhonour'd  me. 

I,  and  my  Afae,  ftiall,  ere  morning  dawn, 
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Defy  thy  power,  thy  malice.     O  ye  fliades 

Of  warriors,  natives  once  of  thefe  rude  hills. 

Great  Anceftors  of  Odin  and  his  Afae, 

We  dare  invoke  your  fpirits  ;  though  tlie  realm 

Stands  doom'd,  and  foon  may  ceafe  j  we  bear  your 

fouls 
Unconquer'd :  free  we  fall  :  and  not  a  fon 
Of  all  your  race  dares  to  furvive  his  country. 

CHOKU3. 

See,  fillers,  on  the  edge  of  yonder  cliff 
Glander,  the  warrior  famous  through  our  tribes. 
Prepares  to  leap  the  precipice.     Witli  hands 
Uplifted,  o'er  tlie  brink  he  bends,  in  a6t 
Of  holy  prayer.     Mark  how  tlie  fetting  fun 
Plays  on  his  bumilli'd  arms  :  Ah  !  fee,  he  Ihoots, 
Like  a  bright  meteor  of  tlie  night  from  high. 
Wooing  deilrudion. 
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ODIN.. 

Gkxl  of  war,  O  fpeed 
The  moment  of  my  fate :  the  light  of  day 
Grows  fickly,  hateful.     Once  I  rul'd  a  people 
Gallant  and  free,  difdaining  fervitude. 
Like  generous  Glander  :  all  or  on  the  field 
Have  fallen,  or  at  the  pile  devoted  ftand. 
But  let  it  pafs  :  unwelcome  thought,  away, 
I  did  not  tliink  to  feel  another  pang. 
But,  Glander,  thou  haft  mov'd  me.   Noble  dames. 
Are  the  due  rites  for  facrifice  prepar'd  ? 

CHORUS. 

Gaze,  mighty  prince,  around  :  O'er  all  the  rockt 
The  fmoke  in  rolling  volumes  calm  afcendg 
From  every  height  and  grove. 

ODIN. 

Lo !  I  uufheath 
The  falchion,  that  fhall  end  the  life  of  Odin. 
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Kneel,  Afae,  kneel  in  adoration  low. 
While  we  devote  ourfelf  and  all  our  people 
To  the  immortal  gods.     Ye  glorious  Powers, 
Who  'bove  the  ftarry  pole  on  bllfsftd  feats 
Beneath  the  eternal  alh  repofe :  and  you. 
Once  Heroes  here  on  earth,  in  glory  plac'd 
Beneath  your  golden  Ihields  within  Valhalla  : 
Ye  too,  ye  Spirits  pure  of  hill  and  foxmt. 
River  and  wood  j  and  all  ye  guardian  Gods 
Of  altars,  fanes,  and  confecrated  groves. 
Incline  propitious  :  'midft  the  blaze  of  altars. 
And  the  dread  pomp  of  folemn  facrilice. 
We  dedicate  to  you  that  lofty  being. 
Which,  reft  of  liberty,  we  fcom  on  earth. 
Receive  the  patriot  offering,  mighty  powers. 

[All  rife. 

CH0KU8. 

It  thunders  to  the  right. 
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PRIEST. 

The  (Jods  approve 


Our  holy  work. 
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Come  then,  faithful  blade. 
And  midft  the  vollied  lightning  do  thy  office. 
Ye  Powers,  that  now  do  Ihake  the  lofty  heavenSj, 
Behold  me,  in  the  ftrength  and  jioble  pride 
Of  manly  age,  firmly  refolv'd  to  die. 
No  paffion  wild,  nor  momentary  giift 
Of  defperation  drives  me.     I  have  loft 
My  kingdom  j  fervitude  approaches  faft  : 
Bonds  aiKl  not  death  I  dread.     Some  folace  'tis. 
That  my  high  name,  my  honour,  and  the  glory 
Of  my  brave  people,  ftill  remain  entire  j 
And  that  this  deatli  ftiall  fix  a  deathlefs  fame. 
Ye  Goddefles,  that  pace  on  fnow-white  fteed« 
The  pathlefs  air,  fent  by  the  glorious  Gk>d 
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Of  battle,  to  convey  the  warrior  flain 

To  the  bright  hall  of  heroes,  now  appear 

Upon  the  ftormy  top  of  Caucafus, 

While  Odin  willing  pours  his  blood  :  and  thou 

Renowned  Power,  high  Deity  of  war. 

Lord  of  Valhalla's  feall,  if  on  this  fhield 

To  thee  my  infant  form  was  vow'd ;  if  firm 

As  yonder  rock,  I  fought  through  twenty  years 

T>Tannic  Rome,  difdaining  conipofitionj 

And  now,  by  gathering  multitudes  o'erpower'd. 

Sink  with  the  freedom  which  I  cannot  fave. 

Receive  me  dying,  and  at  your  high  feaft 

Advance  me  'mong  heroic  chiefs  renown'd. 

Great  Nature's  works,  farewell :  thou  glorious  Sun, 

Who  o'er  yon  mountains,  midft  the  gloomy  ftorm 

Angry  hafl  funk  j  O  Tanais,  and  ye  fliores 

Wafh'd  by  the  founding  Euxine,  Odin  calls. 

Calls  with  his  dying  voice,  while  to  the  Grod« 
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He  gives  himfelf,  and  'with  uplifted  fword. 
Thus  ftrikes  for  honour,  liberty,  and  — — 
(A  Voice  ivitbout.J 

Odin. 

ODIIT. 

What  voice  hath  hail'd  me  ? 

(Toice  tv'itbtiut.) 

Son  of  war. 

ODIN. 

Again? 

CHORUS. 

Ah  fee,  yon  high  oak  Ihakes. 

PBIEST. 

Ye  mighty  Gods, 
A  flaming  bolt,  from  out  yon  rending  cloud 
Has  fir'd  the  pile ;  mark  how  it  blazes  round. 
The  gods  appprove. 
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ODIN. 

And  help  us  on  our  way. 
Now  to  this  heart,  keen  blade. 

fVoice  nvithout.J 

Odin,  fon  of  battle, 
Follow. 

CHORUS. 

Amazement !  Lo !  a  Maid  of  heavenly  form 
Over  the  tops  of  yonder  mountain  pines 
Glides  through  the  air,  and  iheds  a  ftreamy  light 
On  the  dark  florm  :  and  fee,  her  gleaming  fword 
She  waving  points  to  Odin. 

ODIN. 

Groddefs,  lead  j 
The  fervant  of  the  gods  obeys  their  call. 

[Exit  Odin, 
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CHORUS,  &c.  &c. 
In  days  of  yore^ 
This  weftem  {hore. 
Far  from  the  rifing  mom,  our  Rrven  fought} 
Nicador's  band 
O'er  wafles  of  fand 
Through  Scythian  camps  their  daring  paflage  fought. 
On  many  a  barren  defart  drear 
Victorious  rais'd  the  trophied  fpear  j 
And  dells  and  hollow  caverns  rung 
With  war-fongs  on  the  mountains  fung : 
With  founding  arms  they  roam'd  the  ihore« 
They  heard  the  wintry  Cafpian  roar. 
And  gaz'd  with  wonder  ftrange  the  world  of  waters 
hoar. 

Ant'tjlropbe. 
Along  tlie  fnows. 
In  horrid  rows. 
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Huge  giants  frowning  thefe  high  mountains  fpread ; 
Our  tribes  amaz'd. 
With  terror  gaz'd. 

And  dropp'd  the  lifted  lance,  and  backward  fped. 
Sudden  before  tlie  wondering  eye 
A  goddefs  fliines,  reveafd  from  high. 
The  rugged  heights  ihe  bids  them  climb  : 
Before  their  tribes  flie  flies  fublime. 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  they  glow  j 
They  grapple  on  the  mountain's  brow  j 

And  headlong  from  the  rocks  hurl  the  gigantic  foe. 
Epode. 
Hence,  beneath  a  Power  divine. 
Sprung  the  glory  of  our  line  : 
With  pinions  bold  through  fouthem  Ikies 
Our  fathers  faw  the  Raven  rife  : 
They  rear'd  their  towers  and  temples  hoar 
On  blue  Alazon's  fruitful  fhore  j 
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And  where  the  glafly  Caefius  glides. 
They  fpread  with  tents  his  willow'd  fides. 
Along  the  Pontic  ftrand. 
Throughout  Armenian  land. 
The  fame  of  Odin  and  his  Afae  flew : 
Till  Rome  in  evil  hour. 
Through  curled  luft  of  power, 
Delug'd  the  eafl  with  blood,  and  all  her  realms  o'er- 
threw. 

But  now  once  more 
Thefe  mountains  o'er 
The  goddefs  — — ^— 

CHORUS  AND  PRIESTS. 

CHORUS. 

Soft,  break  we  oflp,  for  lo  !  round  yonder  fane 
Through  the  dark  ifles  pouring  a  ftream  of  light 
The  Goddefs  moves  }  hither  flie  feems  to  bend. 
VOL.  I.  a 
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PRIEST. 

See  o'er  the  face  of  Odin,  on  her  form 
Awfiilly  fix'd,  a  burning  glory  plays  : 
Kneel,  noble  dames. 

GONDULA,  ODIN,  CHORUS,  &c. 

GONDULA. 

Great  Odin,  fon  of  war. 
Approach,  and  liften.     I  am  Gondula  : 
The  God  of  battles  is  my  lord.     I  lead 
To  his  bright  hall  the  hero  flain  in  war. 
Never  before  to  living  mortal  fent, 
Appear'd  I,  fave  upon  what  day  of  old 
To  thefe  rude  mountains  great  Nicador  led 
His  Afae,  who  had  roam'd  the  wide  terrene 
In  fearch  of  feat  imperial :  here  I  ftay'd 
His  wanderings;  here  on  Caucafus  maintain'd 
Hii  tribes,  whofe  race  on  earth  Ihall  never  die. 
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Command  that  from  the  burning  pile  be  fnatch'd 
Aftolpho,  holy  felchion,  dropp'd  from  heav  n  : 
Twill  aid  thee  on  the  way  I  come  to  Ihew. 
Know  thou  art  deftin'd  by  the  God  of  battles 
To  crufh  imi)erial  Rome. 

ODIN. 

Exult  my  Afae, 
Draw  forth  your  Iwords^  and  inftant — 

GONDULA. 

Mortal,  hear 
In  filence.     Sheath  the  fword.     Ages  muft  pafs. 
Ere  Tufcan  blood  flow  from  its  reeking  blade. 
Thou  ihalt  behold  a  Roman  face  no  more. 
Thefe  rocks  and  mountains,  the  cold  Tanais'  fhores, 
Tis  Woden's  will  thou  inftant  leave :  for  here 
Thou  canft  be  free  no  longer.     Men  debas'd 
By  fervitude  are  undeferving  deem'd 
To  bear  the  fword  for  vengeance.    Thou  muft  go 

G  2 


100  ODIN. 

ODIN. 

Whither,  dread  power  ? 

'*  GONDULA. 

Far  to  the  ftormy  norths 
The  land  of  winter,  nurfe  of  froft  and  fnows  j 
There  on  the  world  through  joylefs  months  the  fun 
Ne'er  rifes,  the  pale  moon  and  ftars  alone 
Light  the  cold  traveller  o'er  the  fnows  :  yet  there 
In  freedom  ihalt  thou  roam  :  there  Ihall  thy  fons 
Sit  on  an  hundred  thrones  j  there  nerve  with  force 
And  train  to  war  upon  the  inclement  rocks 
Thy  tribes  heroic  j  till  on  beds  of  fnow 
By  the  keen  breath  of  icy  winter  brac'd. 
With  giant  limbs,  and  arms  of  monftrous  fize. 
From  rocks,  and  forefts  dark,  and  frozen  wilds. 
Fierce  as  the  Cafpian  ftorm,  invincible, 
Refiftlefs,  terrible,  they  nilh  on  Rome, 
Shake  like  an  earthquake  all  her  hundred  realms. 
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And  lay  her  mighty  empire  in  the  duft. 

OJJIN. 

Immortal  powers,  when  Ihall  this  glorious  feat— 

GONDULA. 

To  thee  it  matters  not.     The  means,  the  time 
Leave  to  the  God  ;  be  thou  his  inftrument : 
Thou  {halt  be  father  of  the  warlike  race. 
Now,  Odin,  mark  me  heedful :  thou  muft  go. 
Led  by  the  ftars,  right  onward  to  the  Pole. 
Over  the  Scythian  pallures,  wide  diffus'd. 
Where  Tanais  winds  to  meet  the  bending  Rha, 
Be  thy  firft  covirfe  ;  the  wild  Riphean  hills. 
Beat  by  the  fnows,  afcend ;  then  winding  round 
The  Hyperborean  mountains,  leave  a  race. 
O'er  whom  let  valiant  Suarlami  reign. 
In  regions  yet  imnam'd  beneath  the  Pole. 
Thence  bending  eaflward  through  the  Budin  plains, 

G3 


102  ODIN. 

Roam  the  dark  forefts,  where  on  icy  hills 
Burft  the  cold  fountains  of  Borifthenes. 
On  the  rich  meads,  that  reach  the  Suevian  fhore, 
Ev'n  from  the  rude  Carpathian  tops,  thy  fons 
Segdeg,  and  Sigge,  with  Baldeg  golden  trefs'd. 
Shall  fix  their  kingdoms :  upwards  to  the  North, 
Where  o'er  the  funlefs  Scandinavian  dells 
Wave  the  romantic  pines  in  fliadowy  pomp. 
There  fhalt  thou  ftay  thy  wanderings :  there  fhall  ftand 
Thy  throne ;  there,  like  the  facred  alh,  that  fpreads 
O'er  the  bright  city  of  the  gods  her  boughs. 
Thou  flourifhing  llialt  view  thy  gallant  fons. 
Founders  of  mighty  kingdoms,  round  thee  rife. 
Imperial  progeny  !  their  name  fhall  live 
Eternal,  and  their  deathlefs  race  extend 
Wherever  ocean  rolls,  or  day  appears, 
Jxjrds  of  the  Weft,  and  Conquerors  of  Rome. 
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QDIN. 

Then,  faithful  tribes,  vengeance  will  yet  be  yours. 

GONDULA. 

The  hour  is  almoft  come,  to  bright  Valhalla 

When  back  I  courfe  the  air.    The  polifh'd  fpears. 

Already  rang'd,  call  round  the  glittering  hall 

Their  fplendid  blaze ;  and,  fparkling  in  their  beams. 

Sweet  Hydromel  from  golden  cups  is  pour'd. 

I  with  ray  fateftil  Mers  mufl  appear 

In  reverence  of  thy  valiant  fons,  who  fell 

In  yonder  valley :  at  the  feaft  to-night. 

With  martial  hohours,  fuited  to  fam'd  warriors. 

They  next  the  (Jod  of  battles  Ihall  recline. 

I  mull  be  brief.     North  of  this  hoary  mount. 

Beneath  the  fane  of  Thor,  a  cave,  whofe  mouth 

Deep  thickets  overhanging  hide,  defcends 

Through  the  dark  rock  full  many  a  fathom  down. 

And  burfts  to  light  beyond  the  Roman  camp, 
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Clofe  to  the  fount,  by  which,  in  happier  times 
Thy  youth  receiv'd  the  manly  targe.     Twas  form'd 
Of  old  by  giants,  to  conceal  from  view 
Their  nightly  plunder,  flocks  and  fatten'd  herds 
By  ihepherds  peim'd  incamp'd  in  vales  below. 
Through  the  dark  paflage  fpeed  thy  way,  and  leave 
To  Rome  thy  ruin'd  fanes  and  tents  unftor'd. 

ODIN, 

Who  of  my  fons  muft  reign,  goddefs,  declare. 

GONDULA. 

Be  tliine  the  talk  to  choofe.     I  mull  no  more. 
Lift  up  thy  falchion.     Thus  I  charm  the  blade. 
Henceforth,  where'er  it  falls,  it  Ihall  be  mortal. 
Farewell.     My  fteeds,  o'er  yonder  pines,  await  me, 
Veil'd  in  a  cloud.     Remember  me.    Revere 
The  gods.    Love  war.    And  glow  with  hate  of  Rome. 

{_Exit  Gotidula. 
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ODIN,  CHORUS,  Sec.  &c. 

ODIN. 

Hate  her  ?  yes,  heavenly  vifitant,  while  life 
Beats  in  thefe  veins,  I  fwear  to  hate  her.     Here, 
Here  from  my  heart  I  banifh  all  affections. 
Save  hate  of  Rome.     And  on  my  fword  I  vow. 
On  thefe  cold  mountains  I  fliall  view  no  more. 
My  life  to  her  deftruAion.     Marches  long. 
O'er  wood,  moor,  fen,  and  rock,  and  fnowy  wild, 
"Where  not  a  foe  will  cheer  the  way  with  conqueft. 
The  fang  of  winter,  and  keen  famine's  gripe. 
Shall  never  break  me.     I  will  know  no  joy. 
But  in  the  means  of  vengeance,  of  a  vengeance. 
Not  ralh,  intemperate,  prematurely  rous'd. 
But  fteady  and  deep  laid,  the  work  of  ages. 
When  I  ftiall  fleep  in  earth.     Be  my  laft  words 
Utter  d  in  curfing  Rome  j  be  my  laft  ad 
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Some  deed  to  aid  in  making  fure  her  ruin. 

CHORUS. 

Sifters,  thefe  awful  wonders  have  o'erpower'd  me. 
My  breaft  with  tumults  ftrange  is  tofs'd.     I  joy. 
That  Rome  fhall  fall,  fall  by  our  hands ;  I  joy 
In  fafety,  which  preferves  our  honour  pure. 
Yet  all  is  ftrange  ;  and,  gazing  round,  I  doubt. 
Whether  the  fcenes  I  view,  thofe  rocks  and  hills. 
Yon  clouds  impending,  and  thefe  well-known  faces 
Are  real,  or  but  vilions  of  the  fancy 
Mocking  the  cheated  fenfe. 

ODIN. 

Know,  noble  dames. 
When  tlae  brave  patriot  fights,  yet  fights  in  vain. 
And,  defperate  of  freedom,  'gainft  himfelf 
Is  arm'd,  that  they,  to  whom  the  brave  are  dear, 
Down  from  their  radiant  orbs  defcending,  aid 
Worth  like  their  own,  fo  to  preferve  on  earth 
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Free  warriors,  nobleft  images  of  gods. 

CHORUS. 

The  fcene  has  quite  o'erpower'd  me. 

ODIN. 

Well  it  majr. 
I  Your  minds  are  weak  and  mortal,  all  unus'd 
To  heavenly  vifitations.    You  repofe 
In  the  tame  prefent.     But  the  prophet's  eye. 
Glancing  through  all  futurity,  beholds 
Great  empires  rife  and  fall,  Rome  and  her  kingdoms 
Pafs  like  a  dream  away.    The  time  will  come. 
When  the  proud  mountains,  the  broad  bafe  of  earth. 
The  ocean,  and  majeftic  firmament 
Shall  vanifti  into  nothing.     Happier  worlds, 
Lighted  by  other  funs  and  ftars,  Ihall  rife 
The  eternal  home  of  warriors  jufl  and  free. 
Support  me  :  my  frame  fhakes  :  the  Grod,  the  God, 
O'erpowers  my  fpirit :  I  am  loft  in  fcheraea 
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Too  wonderful  for  utterance. 

CHORUS. 

Turn  we,  fiflerx> 
To  prefent  themes  his  mind.     Weftward  declin'd 
Bright  fhines  the  moon  full  orb'd  in  heaven.     Our 

flight 
Demands  us.     Mighty  prince,  thy  faithful  Afae 
Expeft  thy  bidding  :  they  thy  hallow'd  flep& 
Will  follow  to  the  utraofl  bounds  of  earth, 

ODIN, 

Be  all  our  dead,  fcatter'd  upon  the  rocks. 
Laid  by  the  priefl  in  holy  earth  j  command 
That  facrifice  be  made,  luch  as  was  offer 'd 
What  day  we  mounted  firfl  our  father's  throne, 

CHORUS. 

Such  piety  the  gods  will  recompence. 

ODIN, 

Now  for  our  courfe.    Before  the  tangled  thicket 
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At  the  cave's  mouth,  beneath  the  fane  of  Thot, 
AlTemble  we,  ere  yet  the  high  moon  reach 
That  part  of  heaven,  which  overhangs  yon  pines. 

CHORUS. 

Come  then,  ye  babes,  offspring  of  gallant  chiefs, 

Snatch'd  by  the  gods  from  death,  great  inftruments 

Sele6ted  for  heroic  feats,  O  turn. 

Turn  from  your  native  land,  unconfcious  yet 

How  ftrong  the  patriot  feeling.     Other  realms 

Shall  give  that  godlike  liberty,  which  here^ 

Your  birthright,  you  would  lofe.     Be  ours  the  talk 

To  form  you  ev'n  in  infant  life  to  greatnefs  j 

To  fend  you  bounding  o'er  the  frozen  rock. 

To  deep  you  in  the  icy  ftream,  or  roll 

In  fnows ;  and  in  the  camp,  virtue's  great  fchool, 

Twixt  boy  and  boy  exchanging  bloody  ftrokes 

Raife  as  in  fport  the  image  of  fierce  war. 


no  ODIN. 

ODIN. 

Be  the  black  raven  bonie  upon  our  march 
Before  us,  under  which,  in  ancient  days. 
Our  anceftor  Nicador  nobly  fought. 
When  from  the  eaft  he  led  his  gallant  tribes 
*ro  thefe  cold  hills  beyond  the  Cafpian  fhore. 
On  to  the  cave. 

CHORUS. 

One  look,  yet  one  look  more. 
Though  they  be  veil'd  beneath  the  maik  of  night, 
Down  on  tlie  valleys,  dear  as  known  in  youth. 
But  now  more  dear  when  to  be  left  for  ever. 
Ye  verdant  meads,  by  cooling  rivers  fpread. 
Ye  fields,  on  which  the  fummer  fmiles,  farewell  t 
Farewell  ye  plains,  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd. 
O'er  which  our  infant  feet  have  roam'd :  O  fount 
And  banks  of  Cyrus,  azure  ftream,  delight 
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Of  virgins  fporting  in  thy  glafly  wave  j 
No  more  fliall  we  behold  you :  we  muft  go 
Far  diftant :  yet  in  other  valleys,  wafh'd 
By  other  ftreams,  we  will  remember  you. 
Though  now  we  dwell  on  higher  joys,  more  fit 
For  years  mature }  yet  ne'er  Ihall  the  innocent  blifs. 
Once  known  amidfl  your  peaceful  forefts,  want 
Grateful  remembrance,  but  be  oft  recall'd 
At  diilance  iirom  your  dells  and  copfes  green. 

ODIN. 

The  warrior,  bom  to  liberty,  admits 
No  charm  of  foil :  wherever  he  is  free. 
There  is  his  native  land.     The  bleakeft  rock. 
Beat  by  the  northern  tempeft,  where  the  bear 
Seeks  covert,  would,  from  Roman  tyrants  free. 
Be  dearer  than  yon  fubjugated  plains. 
Though  foften'd  by  the  fummer's  gentle  breath. 
Waving  with  golden  fruits,  and  cloath'd  with  vines. 
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On  to  the  cave.     Remember,  gallant  chiefs, 
To  the  cold  regions  of  the  north  we  go 
To  keep  the  charter  of  om-  being,  freedom  : 
To  plan  the  fall  of  Rome  :  to  form  a  race 
Able  to  matter  her,  and  ages  hence 
Avenge  the  infult,  vt^hich  their  fathers  feel. 
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Levis  eft  una  mors 
Virginum  culpae.  Hor. 
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Chorus  of  Virgins  attendant  on  Emma. 

Scene  on  the  Banks  of  the  Wyk. 


EMMA. 


CHORUS. 


CHORUS. 


If  ought  of  nature's  pleafant  works,  or  chami 
Of  rural  quiet,  pureft  fount  of  peace. 
Might  touch  thee,  Emma,  this  fequefter'd  vale 
Would  foothe,  where  under  Ihadowy  rocks  the  ftream 
Glides  peaceful,  and  the  gentle  breath  of  heaven 
Freih  blows  }♦  while  folitude  with  awful  calm, 
Almoft  exceeding  human,  holds  the  fcene. 
Semblance  of  Paradife,     Yet  all  to  thee. 
Though  beauteous,  Ihine  unjoyful :  hidden  care, 
u  2 
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Sad  inmate,  o'er  thy  gentle  breaft  ufurps 
Abfolute  fway ;  admitting  nor  repofe 
Nor  pleafure  day  or  night.     Far  other  once 
We  knew  thee :  not  long  diftant  is  the  time^ 
When,  happy  and  infpiring  happinefs. 
Thou  wert  alive  to  every  joy,  that  fprings 
From  innocence,  and  youth's  delightful  glow. 
And  beauty's  confcious  charm  ;  obje6t  moft  pure. 
Good,  artlefs,  amiable,  cheerfiil,  mild ; 
Bell  image,  if  in  language  not  profane 
I  fpeak,  of  thofe  angelic  forms,  who  hold 
High  heaven,  and  virtue  only  know,  and  peace. 
At  what  an  hour,  fad  mourner,  doft  thou  feed 
Thefe  forrows  :  Berkeley's  potent  lord  to  height 
Of  ftation  in  his  ancient  houfe  renown'd 
Invites  thee,  where  the  firft  of  Britain's  dames 
Might  view  thee  envious  :  thou,  a  ftranger  yet 
To  thought  of  exaltation,  little  dream'ft 
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Of  courts  or  pomp,  in  thefe  romantic  woods 
Tutor 'd  to  nature's  fimple  joys.     Not  fo 
Thy  fire  :  he  with  ambitious  hope  elate 
Swells,  and  with  honeft  joy  o'erflows.     Yon  fun. 
Now  blazing  high  on  his  meridian  throne. 
Sees  not  in  the  wide  circle  of  his  courfe 
A  mortal  bleft  as  Clair cy.     May  he  know 
No  change,  nor  prove,  as  much  we  fear,  diftrefs. 
But  fee,  the  mourner  comes  :  how  beautiful 
In  forrow  !  O  that  grief,  pale  habitant. 
Should  feize  that  breaft,  which  guilt,  her  harbinger. 
Ne'er' enter'd.     Try  we  fweetly  foothing  ftrains, 
O  fifters,  which,  of  force  to  calm  the  breaft, 
Thefe  valleys  and  romantic  fcenes  infpire, 
(Enter  Emma.) 

CHORUS. 

Stranger  on  this  bufy  fphere 
Thou  art  found,  O  Quiet,  here. 
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High  rocks  rais'd  in  folitxide 
The  tumultuous  world  exclude  : 
Under  fhadowy  mountainSj  flow 
The  fequeller'd  waters  flow. 
"Whether  morning's  golden  ray 
On  the  glittering  current  play. 
Or  o'er  the  difappearing  vale 
Evening  draw  her  mantle  pale. 
Stranger,  on  this  bufy  fphere. 
Thou  art  fovind,  O  Quiet,  here. 

EMMA. 

Thanks,  virgins  :  but,  alas !  your  duteous  zeal, 

AfteAionate,  is  wafted  on  my  heart. 

As  the  fweet  bird  of  eve  to  deferts  fings. 

CHORUS. 

O  gentle  lady,  deem  us  not  unmindful. 
How  friendfliip  oft  on  fecret  grief  intnides 
Officious,  and  with  fooliih  importunity 


EMMA.  119 

Diftreffes,  where  its  tendernefs  would  heal. 
Long  have  I  mark'd  tliy  filent  anguifli :  now 
Thy  forrows  flow  unbounded :  yet  thy  Birth  A 
Is  ftranger  to  the  caufe. 

EMMA. 

Indeed,  indeed. 
Thou  muft  not  know.     I  am  of  all  moft  wretched : 
The  rifing  fun  fhall  never  cheer  me  more. 
Death  is  my  only  hope :  the  grave,  perhaps. 
May  yield  me  peace  at  laft. 

CHOBUS.  > 

To  tell  thy  griefs 
Might  charm  their  force :  and  great  is  friendlhip's 

power. 
Melting  in  pity  and  fweet  confolation. 

EMMA. 

Alas  !  the  days  of  friendfhip  all  are  fled. 
My  prefence  will  be  baleful.     I  fliaU  find 
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No  friend  henceforth  to  own  me.     Thou  perhaps, 
Mov'd  by  thy  innocent  tendemefs  of  heart. 
Wilt  feel  companion  :  but  alas  !  my  Birtha, 
Thou  wilt  not  dare  to  lliew  the  world  thy  pity. 

CHORUS. 

Amazement !  dreadful  prologue  1  ftay  thy  fpeech  j 
Thy  meaning  with  thy  words  can  ne'er  agree. 

EMMA. 

When  I  am  gone,  have  pity  on  ray  father. 

Stay  near  and  comfort  him,  he  will  need  comfort. 

Indeed  he  will.  But  thou  may 'ft  foothe  him,  Bietha  j 

Thy  gentle  fpeech  may  charm  his  forrowing  breaft : 

O,  for  imliappy  Emma's  fake,  on  him 

Four  all  that  kindnefs  I  muft  know  no  more. 

CHORUS. 

Thy  words  o'erpow'r  me  with  alarm  and  wonder. 
What  means  this  grief  thus  fudden,  this  defpair  ? 
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EMMA. 

Long  has  my  breaft,  flruggling  'twixt  hope  and  fear. 

With  the  dread  fecret  labour' d  :  while  I  hop'd, 

I  would  not  fpeak.     All  hope  at  length  is  paft. 

And  now  I  thus  muft  give  a  loofe  to  anguilh  : 

Am  I  not  alter 'd  ?  Look  upon  my  face. 

Seeft  thou  not  marks  of  fliame  ?  O  MortimeRj 

O  cruel,  falfe,  ungrateful  Mortimer, 

To  what  a  depth  of  mifery  hafl  thou  funk  me  ! 

CHORUS. 

Ah  !  what  of  Mortimer  ?  why  nam'ft  thou  him  ? 

EMMA. 

Oh  !  he  is  gone,  far  gone,  for  ever  from  me. 

And  with  him  all  my  peace.     He  found  me,  lifters. 

But  three  lliort  fummer  months  have  pafs'd,  he  found  me 

Pure,  virtuous,  happy  :  and  I  now  am  left. 

The  moft  undone,  moft  wretched  of  my  fex. 
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CHORUS. 

0  loft,  for  ever  loft  ! 

EMMA. 

Ye  do  not  know. 
Virgins,  ye  know  not,  with  what  treacherous  art 
He  praftis'd  on  a  breaft,  which  love  had  foften'd. 

1  was  betray'd  :  I  fell  a  facrifice 

To  the  frank  thoughts  of  unfufpefting  youth. 
Had  I  been  more  diflxuftful  in  my  nature, 
I  had  not  been  the  hopelefs  thing  you  fee  me. 

CHORUS. 

O  haplefs,  wretched  fair  ! 

EMMA. 

I  fee  him  now 
Bafe,  artful,  cruel :  once  I  knew  him,  maidens. 
The  grace  of  toumays,  praife  of  gallant  knights. 
And  admiration  of  our  high-bom  dames. 
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With  fcenes  of  war,  and  feats  of  glorious  fields, 

Blazon'd  in  the  fine  phrafe  of  youthful  pride. 

He  charm' d  my  private  ear  :  as  o'er  the  lifts. 

When  fome  brave  youth  had  bow'd  beneath  his  arm. 

With  nodding  plume,  the  gaze  of  every  eye. 

All  gracefiil,  in  triumphant  ftate  he  mov'd. 

And  at  my  feet,  on  bended  knee,  fubmifs 

ProfFer'd  the  fpoils  of  gorgeous  chivalry } 

O  BiRTHA,  in  that  fplendid  hour  he  (hone. 

Like  fome  Divinity ;   and  at  his  will 

Moulded  my  captive  heart,  and  rul'd  my  foul. 

CHORUS. 

The  fame  of  chivalry,  and  knightly  feats. 
Moving  the  young  and  generous  heart  of  woman. 
Ad  like  a  fpell. 

EMMA. 

Oft  he  difcours'd  on  marriage,  but  perplex'd 
Witli  myftery  and  ftrange  ambiguity 
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Each  purpofe  :  ftri6t  concealment  for  a  time 
He  afk'd,  his  father's  haiih  and  wayward  mood 
The  canfe  aflign'd  :  moft  tenderly  I  lov'd  him. 
And  eafily  believ'd  whate'er  he  taught. 
But  yefterday  he  gave  me  eameft  hope. 
That  not  another  fun  Ihould  view  my  wrongs. 
Now  he  is  gone,  fudden  has  fled  away  j 
And  left  his  Emma  to  remorfe  and  fhame. 

CHORUS. 

"We  cannot  fear,  O  lifters,  to  be  found 

I'  th'  train  of  thofe,  who  give  with  tongue  profane 

Courage  to  vice,  and  minifter  alike 

To  guilt  or  virtue  :  yet  refufe  we  ne'er 

To  folace  the  unhappy,  to  proteft 

The  outcaft  and  the  orphan  ;  to  relieve 

By  lenient  fpeech,  and  back  to  virtue's  path 

By  deeds  of  gentle  charity  recall 

The  wanderer,  who  hath  left  her  peaceful  way. 
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BMMA. 

Nay  rather>  virgins,  leave  me ;  quit  your  charge  j 

Your  fame  will  fvifFer,  your  unfpotted  fame. 

Should  ye  be  feen  in  charitable  converfe 

With  fuch  a  wretch  as  I  am.     Hark !  what  noif« 

Reaches  my  ear  ?  It  founded  like  the  ftep 

Of  my  poor  father.     O,  I  cannot  bear 

To  think  how  I  iliall  grieve  his  tender  fpirit. 

CHORUS. 

Cheriih  not,  gentle  lady,  fuch  fad  thoughts. 

EMMA. 

Oh,  I  have  notliing  to  expedt  but  woes. 

The  world  can  ne'er  forget  me,  nor  forgive  : 

I  have  debas'd  a  high  unfpotted  houfe. 

They  cannot  own  me,  cannot  but  with  blufhes 

Think  that  I  once  was  numbered  amongft  them. 

Henry  will  long  be  pointed  at  as  brotlier 

Of  one  moil  bafe,  and  mofl  abandoned. 
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My  father  will  defcend  in  fhame  and  grief 
To  a  fad  grave  :  and  Emma,  whom  he  lov'd 
With  tendemefs,  on  whom  he  always  fmil'd, 
Emma  will  be  the  wretched  parricide. 

CHORUS. 

Shall  I  with  friendship's  holy  confidence 

Gain  on  his  heart  ?  "We  may  devife  fome  means 

To  hide  thee  and  thy  forrows  from  the  world. 

EMMA. 

Not  yet,  not  yet.     Be  filent  yet,  I  charge  thee : 
I  will  not  break  upon  his  peace  of  mind 
Till  dread  neceffity  compels.     Perhaps 
Ere  that  my  woes  may  ceafe  :  for,  O  my  Birth  A, 
My  frame  grows  weak.     It  is  my  only  hope. 
That  I  Ihall  die.     I  will  not  lift  my  hand 
Arm'd  againft  myfelf ;  nor  with  fuch  added  guilt 
Opprefs  a  foul  already  funk  with  fin. 
No,  thou  almighty  Power,  I  will  await 
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Patient  thy  heavieft  wrath.     Perhaps  at  length 
Thou  wilt  in  mercy  call  me  to  the  tomb. 
Whate'er  thy  holy  will,  O  be  it  done. 

[£*•;'/  Emma, 

CHORUS. 

Strophe. 
What  may  in  earth,  or  fea,  or  air. 
With  thee,  O  Chaftity,  compare  ? 
The  morning  dew,  the  virgin  fnow. 
Thy  purity  but  faintly  fhew  : 
High  near  the  eternal  throne  thy  birth. 
Thou  walk'ft  an  angel-gueft  the  earth  j 
And  in  thy  mildly  awful  mien 
The  charafter  of  heaven  is  feen. 
When  firft  with  perfeft  beauty  grac'd 
Woman  in  Paradife  was  plac'd. 
To  thee  the  wondrous  birth  was  given ; 
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Adom'd  by  thee  fhe  fhone  with  glories  brought  from 
heav'n. 

Ant'tjirofhe. 
Sweet  were  the  ftrains,  divinely  iung^ 
Truth  on  the  fi6lion  wondering  hung. 
Which  told,  how  Chaftity  from  harm 
Was  holden  by  fuperior  charm ; 
How  rulhing  gloomy  from  the  wood 
The  favage  in  amazement  flood. 
While  Ihe,  like  fome  divinity, 
Pafs'd  in  majeflic  meeknefs  by. 
No  Demon  foul  from  fog  or  ftorm, 
Or  fen,  or  flood,  could  touch  her  form : 
Unfelt,  the  fire's  devouring  flame 
And  ocean's  whelming  wave  aflail'd  her  charmed  frame. 
Epode. 
The  Britifh  dames,  who  roam'd  of  yore 
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Through  Arvon's  glens,  or  Mona's  wood. 
Or  Devon's  fairy-peopled  Ihore, 

Adoring  hail'd  thee  fovereign  good. 

And  thou  didft  to  tlieir  maiden  heart 

Celeftial  fan6tity  impart : 

"Within  their  hallow'd  breaft  fome  God, 

As  in  a  temple  pure,  abode  : 

The  Druid  left  the  magic  oak. 

And  liflen'd,  while  tlie  virgin  fpoke  : 
The  warrior  heard  ;  and  at  her  heavenly  word 
Or  blew  the  blafl  of  war,  or  hid  the  Iheathed  fword. 
Aniefode. 
O  that  our  fong,  divineft  maid. 
Might  charm  thee  back  to  Emma's  aid  : 
Forbear  tlie  fruitlefs  hope,  forbear : 
Vain  are  willies,  vain  is  pray'r. 
Not  he,  who  rolls  his  thunders  dread 
O'er  Plinlimmon's  gloomy  head, 
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Great  nature's  Lord,  may  viokte 
The  eternal  law,  fevere  as  fate. 
He  at  will  could  bid  arife 
Earth,  and  fea,  and  laughing  fkies  j 
And  by  the  miniftry  of  thought 
May  bring  the  wondrous  whole  to  nought ; 
But  cannot  to  the  female  frame. 
Impure  with  guilt,  and  foul  with  Ihame, 
Recall  thy  prefence  meek,  nor  heal  her  wounded  fame. 

CLAIRCY  AND  CHORUS. 

CLAIRCY. 

Tis  long,  ye  virgins,  fince  I  knew  fuch  blifs. 
To-day  the  weight  of  age  feems  iliaken  off. 
And  youthful  fpirits  raife  me.     Emma,  now 
I  feel  that  heart-infpiring  joy  for  thee. 
Which  brighten'd  once  my  gay  and  bufy  hours, 
"When  thy  dear  mother  wedded.     See,  (he  comes 
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Moving  in  maiden  innocence  along. 
Little  fuTpicious  of  the  mighty  honours. 
That  wait  to  blulh  upon  her. 

EMMA. 

My  father. 

CLAIRCY. 

Where  fpeeds  my  child  ? 

EMMA. 

To  pious  fhrieft  at  Tintem. 

CLAIRCY. 

Thy  compt  is  eafy  with  the  holy  man. 

Be  it  deferr'd  fome  moments.     Look  on  me. 

Read'ft  thou  not  pleafure  in  my  aged  face  ? 

EMMA. 

I  do  J  and  feel  it  glowing  at  my  heart. 

CLAIECY. 

Tis  for  thy  fake,  my  Emma. 
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EMMA. 

Oh! 

CLAIRCT. 

Haft  thou  e'er  thought  on  marriage  > 

EMMA. 

Sir,  my  father ! 

CLAIRCY. 

What  thinks  my  Emma  of  the  Lord  of  Raymond  ? 
■Say,  would  Ihe  quit  her  father's  lowly  roof. 
To  Ihine  upon  the  Severn's  neighbouring  banks, 
Miftrefs  of  Berkeley's  towers,  and  wife  of  Raymond? 
Now  liften.    See  this  letter.    'Tis  from  Raymond, 
The  aged  lord.     He  alks  of  me  my  Emma 
In  marriage  for  his  fon.     I  would  not  fend 
The  tidings  to  my  daughter  :  I  would  be 
Myfelf  the  joyful  herald.     I  would  view 
Tlie  pleafure,  that  muft  mantle  on  her  cheeks. 
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Wlien  firft  fuch  unhop'd  greatnefs  dawns  upon  her. 

EMMA. 

My  father,  O  my  father  I 

CLAIRCY. 

Thou  look'ft  pale. 
My  Emma,  thy  tears  fall. 

EMMA. 

It  grieves  my  heart 
To  interrupt  thy  ftream  of  joy,  and  turn 
Thy  finiles  fo  foon  to  tears.  .   '  p  tiT 

CLAIHCY. 

"What  means  my  daughter  ? 
My  Emma,  fpeak :  I  thought  with  fweet  furprife 
To  Ileal  on  thee,  and  brighten  thy  young  heart 
With  gladnefs  like  my  own. 

EMMA. 

Lo  !  on  my  knees 
I  bend,  where  never  yet  I  knelt  in  vain. 
13 
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If  in  thy  bofom  ftill  I  hold  a  place  ; 

If  thou  canll:  gaze  on  me  with  filent  joy  j 

If,  as  thou  oft  haft  told  me  in  thy  fondnefs, 

I  bear  fome  flight  refemblance  of  my  mother  j 

Name  not,  O  name  not  Raymond  :  let  the  hope. 

Sweet  as  it  is,  for  ever  leave  thy  breaft  : 

Banifh  it,  O  my  father. 

CLAIRCY. 

I  am  loft 
In  grief  and  wonder.     Is  it  thus  my  child 
Rewards  my  eighteen  years  of  care  and  fondnefs  ? 
Till  now  I  knew  her  not :  I  was  deceiv'd : 
And  what  I  wilh'd,  my  eafy  heart  believ'd. 

EMMA. 

O  do  not  frown.     O  do  not  fpeak  in  wratli. 
Indeed  I  cannot  bear  it. 

CHOHUS. 

Gentle  fire. 
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Deem  not  oxir  fpeech  prefumptuous  :  well  we  know 
The  awful  reverence  of  a  parent's  name. 
But  we  would  charm  your  anger,  would  reftore. 
Kind  father,  comfort  to  the  heart  of  Emma, 
Thy  lov'd,  thy  loving  Emma. 

CLAIRCY. 

Rife,  ray  child. 

EMMA. 

I  muft  not,  till  thou  look'ft  with  kindnefs  on  me. 

CLAIRCY. 

My  fpeech  was  hafty.     Sudden  difappointment. 
After  a  glow  of  joy  unwonted,  bore  me 
Beyond  myfelf.     Thou  muft  forgive  me,  Emma. 
Henceforth  I  never  will  name  Raymond  to  thee. 
Though  to  behold  thee  grace  his  noble  houfe 
Would  glad  my  age  beyond  all  joys ;  yet  not 
For  all  the  wealth  of  England  would  I  give 
My  daughter's  hand,  where  flie  denies  her  Jieart. 
»4 
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CHORUS. 

0  Mers,  can  there  aught  be  found  on  earth 
So  touching,  fo  delightful,  as  the  voice 
AfFe6tionate,  and  gentle  a6t  of  love. 
Which  nature  from  the  tender  father  draws  ? 

EMMA. 

Nay,  do  not  fpeak  fo  kindly.     I  could  bear 

Ev'n  anger  better  than  this  gentlenefs. 

Me  miferable  !  "What  have  I  to  hope 

Of  peace  ?  Whether  my  father  fmiles  or  frowns, 

Emma,  his  Emma  muft,  alas  !  be  wretched.  - 

CLAIRCY. 

1  have  difclaim'd  all  my  authority. 

And  would  be  thought  thy  friend.  Ufa  me  as  fuch. 
And  thou  ihalt  find  me,  Emma,  true  and  tender 
As  ever  bore  the  name.     Some  hidden  care. 
Mattering  with  overbearing  ftrength  thy  nature, 
Muft  prefs  tliee  :  tell  me,  tell  thy  tender  father  : 
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His  fondnefs  ihall  indulge,  his  wifdotn  guide  thee. 

EMMA. 

O  I  have  reafons  ftrong :  do  not,  O  do  not 
Urge  me  to  fpeak  them. 

CLAIBCY. 

Ha  I  Perhaps  another 

Bafebom But,  s'death  !  no  one  would  fure  have 

dar'd  it. 
The  name  of  Clairct  — 

EMMA. 

No,  upon  my  life. 
Truft  me,  this  heart  is  dead  to  all  affeftion. 
And  'tis  my  folemn  purpofe  to  devote 
My  life  to  come  to  lonely  finglenefs. 
If  ever  from  this  firm  refolve  I  fwerve. 
If  e'er  this  truant  heart  belie  my  tongue, 
Mercy  forfwear  me  j  let  me  never  know 
The  charm  of  foft  fociety,  nor  more 
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Hear  the  fweet  mufic  of  a  father's  voice. 

CLAIRCy. 

What  means  my  Emma  ?  does  my  daughter's  heart 
Glow  with  the  flame  of  virgin  fan6tity  ? 
Means  fhe  to  dedicate  to  peace  and  God, 
With  fome  chafle  fillerhood,  her  blamelefs  life  ? 

EMMA. 

Do  not,  I  beg  thee,  do  not,  O  my  father, 
Queftion  me  more.     I  will  do  all  to  pleafe  thee. 

0  what  a  wretch  am  I ! 

CLAIRCY. 

Forbear,  my  child : 
Thy  forrows  wring  thy  aged  parent's  heart. 

EMMA. 

1  cannot  think  of  thy  unbounded  goodnefs. 
And  fee  thee  melting  now  in  grief  before  me. 
But  I  muft  mourn,  muft  weep,  muft  gaze  on  thee. 
Till  my  heart  aches. 
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CLAIRCY. 

As  thou  doft  love  thy  father. 
Make  known  thy  griefs :  he  may  do  much  ta  foothe 
tliee. 

EMMA. 

Enquire  no  more :  be  happy  while  thou  may 'ft : 
Emma  would  hide  her  griefs  from  thee  for  ever. 
But,  O  my  father,  thou  wilt  know  too  foon. 

[_ElxU  Emma. 

CLAIRCT. 

What  can  Ihe  mean  ?  Some  heavy  difappointment 
Lies  hard  upon  her.     Shame  and  inborn  pride 
Have  check'd  her  tongue.  Upon  her  eafy  heart,  perhaps. 
Some  vaffal  youth,  with  humble  virtues  grac'd. 
Has  ftolen  unheeded.     Take  my  pity,  Emma, 
And  lean  upon  my  comfort  j  thou  wilt  need 
Counfel  and  love  and  tender  fympathy 
To  bear  thee  up  in  honour's  noble  courfe. 
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Hark  !  'tis  the  horn  that  founds.     My  fon  appears  j 

0  Emma,  hide  thy  forrows  from  Ihy  brother  j 

1  dread  his  fiery  fpirit. 

{Enter  Henry.) 

HENRY. 

Not  wed  with  Raymond  ?  Not  exalt  our  houfe 
Witli  titled  greatnefs,  equal  to  the  proudeft  i 

That  Hand  in  Edward's  prefence  ?  Spurn  a  youth, 
Whofe  valour,  freihly  grac'd  with  high  renown. 
Might  move  the  coldeft  breath  ?  By  heav'n  'tis  ftrange. 
Faffing  belief.     But  I  will  feek  her  ftrait, 
And  chide  fevere  this  maiden  waywardnefs. 
My  father  I 

CLAIRCY. 

O  my  fon,  it  grieves  me  fore 
To  mark  the  ftorm,  which  paffion  feems  to  move 
In  tliy  young  breaft.     We  muft  with  patient  mind 
Explore,  and  with  afife6tion's  gentle  force  ' 
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Soothe  the  fad  forrows  of  our  Emma's  heart. 

HENRY. 

Ere  reafon  op'd  her  powers,  before  the  time 
When  memory  dawn'd,  aife6tion  in  my  breaft. 
Planted  by  Nature's  hand,  drew  me  to  Emma 
With  an  invifible  and  filent  charm. 
Together  we  have  pafs'd  the  mom  of  life  j 
Together  on  a  ftrange  unpraftis'd  world 
Firft  threw  our  wondering  eye.    Strongly  I  hop'd. 
While  in  the  camp  I  reap'd  an  honeft  fame. 
To  fee  her  beauty  lift  our  humble  houfe. 
And  fliine  on  high  among  our  Britiih  dames, 

CLAIRCT. 

Alas !  my  boy,  each  word,  that  leaves  thy  lips. 
Is  as  a  dagger  to  my  heart :  my  pride. 
My  hope,  my  daily  thought,  my  nightly  dream. 
Were  all  for  Henry's  fame  and  Emma's  greatnefs. 
Thy  pallion  wakes  again  the  glorious  flame. 
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Which  pity  for  a  daughter's  grief  fupprefs'd. 

HENRY. 

I  am  bewilder'd  in  a  maze  of  thought. 
What  fways  her  will  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

She  folemnly  protefts 
Never  to  know  the  holy  marriage  ftate. 

HENRY. 

She  muft  be  Raymond's  ;  his  high  chara6ter. 
His  ancient  line,  the  honour  of  our  houfe. 
The  indignity  put  on  his  noble  perfon. 
All  urge  the  marriage. 

CLAIRCY. 

Son,  fupprefs  thy  rage. 
I  would  not  have  my  Emma's  gentle  fpirit 
Affail'd  with  violence.     She  feems  to  need 
All  we  can  give  of  love.     She  takes  perhaps. 
After  a  ftruggle  long  and  hard  with  nature. 
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High-minded  honour's  fteep  and  thorny  path ; 
Greatly  foregoes,  perhaps,  fome  vairal  youth. 

HBNRY. 

On  reafons  ftrong  and  urgent,  O  my  fire, 
Build'ft  thou  this  thought  ?  Or  is  it  fancy's  child. 
Bred  in  the  curious  but  uncertain  brain  ? 
If  fhe  fo  wed,  join'd  as  fhe  ftrongly  ftands 
By  nature  to  me,  I  would  fpum  the  bond. 
And  pafs  her,  like  the  impious  Pagan,  by, 
Difdaining  fpeech. 

CLAIRCY. 

I  fpeak  not,  O  my  fon. 
From  fads  acknowledged :  never  has  a  figh. 
Nor  cafual  glance,  nor  vaguely  utter'd  word 
Betray 'd  fuch  fecret  purpofe  :  but,  O  Henry, 
What  other  caufe  can  fway  the  maiden  will 
To  give  fuch  ftrange  denial  ? 
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HENRY. 

She  muft  wed  ( 
Swiftly  I  fly  to  urge  her  on  the  fuit. 

CLAIRCY. 

Deal  kindly  with  her,  Henry  :  like  a  fpirit 
Mild  and  already  broken,  quellion  her. 
Grant  heaven,  in  mercy  to  her  peace  and  ours, 
Perfuafion  to  thy  words,  and  bend  her  heart. 

[Exeunt. 

SEMICHORUS. 

O  that  our  eye  might  penetrate 
The  thick  myfterious  gloom  of  fate. 
And  trace  the  beauteous  mourner  clear 
Through  error's  mazy  labyrinth  drear  ! 
But  ah  !  when  thoughtlefs  woman  ftrays. 
Long  the  windings,  dark  the  ways. 
And  clouds  of  evils  deepening  lie, 
Threatful  o'er  futurity. 
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SEMICHORUS. 

O  Virtue,  daxighter  of  the  fky. 
Bright  with  angel  fandtity  j 
Thine  is  a  delightful  round 
Through  enchanted  fairy  ground. 
There  eternal  funlhine  gleams  j 
There  the  fount  of  pleafure  lireams  j 
There  the  fong  of  hope  refounds. 
And  heaven  itfelf  the  prolped  bounds. 
{A  Storm. — Enter  Emma.) 

EMMA. 

Where  Ihall  I  fly  ?  where  hide  my  fears,  my  flianie. 
From,  the  dread  wrath  of  heaven  ?  The  power  of 

vengeance 
Is  now  abroad  j  and  he  will  ftrike  me.     Hark  ! 
The  thunder  how  it  awes  me !  burfting  loud 
From  the  low  cloud,  and  dreadly  multiplied 
With  replications  from  the  rocks  and  dells, 
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The  caves,  and  hollow  Ihores  ;  the  lightnings,  lo ! 
With  momentary  luftre,  quick  reveal 
The  woods,  and  ftream,  and  hoary  precipice  : 
Then  all  are  clos'd  at  once  in  tenfold  gloom. 
With  fiery  rednefs  the  repeated  flafh 
Plays  on  the  wave  :  if  e'er  malignant  fprites. 
On  purpofes  of  vengeance  fent,  come  forth 
To  appal  the  guilty,  now  is  fure  their  hour  j 
I  feel  them,  O  I  feel  them  here.     That  Ib-oke 
Again  !  O  how  it  Ihakes  my  nature  ! 
(jEn/^r  Claibcy.) 

CLAIBCT. 

Emma, 

My  daughter,  fure  I  heard  thee.     Sad  thy  moans 
Sound  at  each  awful  interval  of  thunder. 
Where  art  thou,  Emma  ?    'Tis  thy  father  calls. 
Thy  father  comes  to  thee. 
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EMMA. 

The  time  has  been. 
When  I  could  view  the  fiery  flalh  unaw'd. 
And  ftand  before  the  angry  thunderbolt 
Without  a  pang.     It  will  be  fo  no  more. 
My  innocence  is  paft,  my  fearlefs  hours. 

CLAIRCY. 

Is't  thou,  my  daughter,  heard  aniidft  the  ftorra. 
Plaining  to  the  angry  elements  ? 

EMMA. 

My  father. 
Save  me.     That  crafh,  it  pierc'd  my  very  Jieart ; 
Methought  the  high  rocks  Ihook  ;  O  they  will  fall. 
Will  fall  upon  thy  wretched  Emma's  head. 

CLAIRCY. 

Why  Ihould'ft  thou  fear  ?  The  guilty  only  fear. 
Heav'n  threats  not  in  its  wrath  thy  blamelefs  heart  j 
It  rolls  its  thunders  only  o'er  the  guilty. 
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EMMA. 

0  God  of  heaven,  behold  me  ftand  before  thee> 
Broken  in  fpirit,  young,  and  poor,  and  limple. 
With  a  raoft  heavy  weight  of  guilt  upon  me» 

1  do  not  wilh  to  live  j  I  nor  deferve 
Thy  pity,  nor  can  deprecate  thy  wrath. 
I  will  be  patient,  will  be  very  patient. 
When  thou  art  pafling  in  thy  terrors  o'er  me. 

CLAIRCY. 

What  can  alarm  my  child  ?  Never  before 
Saw  I  her  feiz'd  with  fuch  wild  apprehenfions. 

EMMA. 

Yet  look  on  me  as  young  and  ignorant  > 

As  very  fimple,  eafily  deluded ; 

I  fell,  becaufe  I  trufted  to  anotlier. 

And  Mortimer  was  bafe,  and  work'd  my  ruin : 

I  murmur  not,  if  inftantly  thou  ftrike : 

Yet  I  could  wifh,  if  it  had  been  thy  will. 
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That  fome  fliort  time  were  given  me  for  repentance. 

CLAIRCY. 

My  child,  my  child,  thou  know'ft  not  what  thou  fay 'ft : 
Thou  fpeak'ft  in  phrenfy. 

EMMA. 

What  in  phrenfy  faid  I  ? 

CLAIRCY, 

That  Mortimer  had  bafely  work'd  thy  ruin. 

EMMA. 

Then  I  but  faid  the  truth.     O  gentle  fire. 
Wilt  thou  forgive  me  ?  Speak,  fpeak  inftantly ; 
Yon  bolt  will  foon  deftroy  me.     O  my  father. 
Before  it  falls,  let  me  receive  thy  pardon. 

CLAIRCY. 

O  virgins,  ye  in  friendly  kindnefs  wait. 
Tempting  the  rage  of  this  diftemper'd  iky. 
Emma  from  reafon  ftrays,  and  wildly  raveg 
Of  Mortimer,  charging  on  him  her  ruin, 
k3 
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CHORUS. 

O  fatal  truth !  O  ever-dviring  ihame ! 

CLAIBCY. 

What !  is  there  caufe  then  ? 

CHOKUS. 

Caufe,  alas  !  too  ftroug. 

CLAIRCY. 

Then  fall  in  mercy  on  me,  ye  hot  bolts ; 
And  ftrike  me  on  the  inftant  to  the  earth . 

[_Falls  on  tbe  grourid. 

EMMA. 

Ha  !  has  the  fiery  vengeance  lighted  here  ! 
And  art  tliou,  O  my  father,  gone  before  me  ! 
Mull  all  our  houfe  be  fmitten  with  heaven's  rod 
For  one  weak,  ignorant,  offending  child  ? 
Yes  j  they  muft  perilh  all  like  thee,  poor  father. 
My  trefpafs  muft  be  vifited  on  all. 
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CHORUS. 

Rife,  fir. 

CLAIRCY. 

Peace,  peace  j  why  Ihould  I  ever  rife  again  ? 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough.     I  had  but  one. 
One  daughter  j  ftie  has  miferably  fail'd  me, 
{Storm  increafes.) 

EMMA. 

O  that  fome  friendly  bolt  would  flrike  me  dead  ! 
That  I  might  expiate  by  one  blow  my  guilt, 

CLAIRCY. 

Emma,  thy  father  cannot  curfe  thee,  child  j 
But  he  will  ne'er  again  be  blefs'd  in  thee. 
Thou  haft  thrown  poilbn  into  his  cup  of  life. 
And  he  muft  drink  it  hourly  till  he  dies. 

CHORUS. 

Emma,  retire  within ;  I  will  take  charge 
Of  your  poor  father. 
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EMMA. 

No,  I  rather  choofe 
To  run  abroad  beneath  the  dreadful  cope 
Of  the  loud  rending  fiery  flaming  heaven, 
Tis  better  far  to  dwell  amidft  the  ftorm. 
And  dare  the  dread  earth-lhaking  thunderbolt. 
Than  look,  as  I  do  now,  upon  a  father. 
Streaming  with  tears,  and  tearing  his  white  locks 
In  grief  and  fhame  for  an  unworthy  child, 

[^Runs  out, 

CLAIRCT. 

Follow  her.  Birth  a  ;  left  fome  defperate  deed 
Be  done  in  rage.    Would  Ihe  were  dead  !  O  God, 
Have  I  then  liv'd  to  wiih  my  Emma  dead  ! 

lExU. 

CHORUS.    I.    1. 

Fearful  fpirit,  where,  O  where 
Speed'ft  thou  through  the  troubled  air  ? 
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With  dread,  with  dread  is  feen 

Thy  horror-ftriking  mien : 
Hide  in  earth  thy  fnaky  creft  j 
Bid  thy  rod  of  vengeance  reft  : 
Thou  point'ft  with  filent  finger  there  r 
O  fpare  the  beauteous  Mourner,  fpare. 
Ah  whence  that  fcowl,  thofe  angry  eyes  ? 
Why  thus  thy  fwelling  form  rear  to  gigantic  fize  ? 
1.2. 
"  Fly,"  he  cries,  "  nor  dare  to  ftay 
"  Conscience  on  his  ftormy  way, 

"  The  guilty  Fair  fhall  own 

*'  The  horrors  of  my  frown. 
"  See,  this  writhing  fnake  I  go 
"  In  her  tortur'd  breaft  to  throw. 
*'  This  fcourge  Ihall  thunder  in  her  ears, 
"  I  fcom  her  forrows,  mock  her  tears. 
"  All  peace,  all  pleafure  I  expel; 
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*'  And  defpot  in  her  heart  with  iroii  fceptre  dwell. 
1.3. 
"  Man,  thy  fecret  guilt  conceal  j 

**  Arm'd  with  power,  thy  crimes  avow  j 
"  'Scape  the  agonizing  wheel  j 
f'  'Scape  the  axe's  deathfiil  blow. 
"  I  live  thy  bane  j 
**  To  fly  is  vain  ; 
*'  The  tempeft  wakes  my  vengeful  train, 
*'  Rapid  as  the  lightning  flies, 
"  Mighty  as  the  thunder  ftone, 
"  I  bid  the  fearful  fancies  rife, 
"  I  wring  the  confcious  heart  with  agonies, 
"  I  draw  the  burning  tear,  I  force  the  bitter  groan. 
II.  1. 
"  Hie  thee  to  the  gay  repall : 
"  Poifon  in  thy  cup  I  caft. 
"  Go  woo  fupreme  delight 
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"  In  beauty's  witching  fight  t 
"  There  am  I  j  my  baleful  pow'r 
"  Triumphs  o'er  the  rapturous  hour, 
"  Go  feek  in  peaceful  fleep  repofe  ; 
"  My  frown  forbids  thy  eyes  to  clofe  i 
"  Or  lo  !  I  grant  a  tranfient  refl : 
**  Tis  but  to  fright  in  dreams  thy  fpe6tre-haunte4 

"  breaft. 

II.  2. 
"  Fly  to  Cornwall's  wizard  caves  j 
"  Fly  to  Deva's  lonely  waves. 

"  In  vain.     O'er  deferts  rude 

"  And  awful  folitude, 
"  I  my  filent  horrors  fhed 
"  Vengeful  on  the  guilty  head. 
"  And,  when  the  midnight  Ihades  defcend, 
"  Amidft  the  vmcertain  gloom  I  fend 
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"  The  impious  brood  of  guUt  and  fear, 
"  Grim  forms,  and  beckoning  Ihapes,  and  calling 
"  voices  drear. 

II.  3. 
*'  Yet  mifdeem  not,  that  a  curfe 

"  Wait  I  but  on,  deeds  of  fliame ; 
"  No  J — when  wifer  mortals  nurfe 
"  Holy  Virtue's  gen'rous  flame, 
"  An  angel  brow 
*'  I  gliftening  (how  } 
"  Ardent  glories  round  me  glow. 
"  Sweeter  than  the  gale  of  fpring, 
"  Softer  than  the  fummer's  breath, 
"  Hope  I  whifper,  peace  I  bring ; 
"  In  me  eternal  foimts  of  pleafure  fpring, 
'*  And  mine  the  blifs  in  life,  and  mine  the  fmile  in 
"  death." 
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(E/Uer  Henry.) 

HENRY. 

Virgins,  my  eager  fteps  explor'd  your  haunts 
Through  the  fteep  woods  and  hoary  rocks  of  "Wye. 
I  move  in  torture  :  rumours  wild  and  ftrange 
Have  reach'd  me  touching  Emma.    Have  ye  heard  i 
Belief  I  long  witliheld.     But  ah !  confeflions, 
Breath'd  in  the  ftorm  from  terror,  ftagger  me. 
Speak,  haft  thou  heard  ? 

CHORUS. 

I  have  :  but  do  not  look 
With  fuch  fierce  wildnefs.     Emma's  artlefs  nature 
Has  fall'n  the  prey  of  pradis'd  villainy. 

HENRY. 

Is  it  then  true  > 

CHORUS. 

Ah !  would  I  might  deny  it. 
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henrtI 
Thus  from  my  heart,  then  thus  from  all  affeftxon 
I  banilh  her  for  ever.     But,  O  virgins. 
Not  all  the  Atlantic  waters  can  expunge 
The  infamy  that  cleaves  to  all  her  race. 
I  am  afham'd  to  think  how  I  have  lov'd  her  ! 
But  fhe  fliall  find  me  Item  in  that  high  worth. 
Which  fhe  has  flighted.     Tis  my  firm  refolve 
Never  to  entertain  difcourfe  with  her. 
Never  to  fee  her  more.     But  tell  me,  Birtha, 
Was  Mortimer  the  man  ? 

CHORUS. 

The  fame. 

HENRY. 

When  went  he  hence  ? 

CHORUS. 

But  yefterday  at  mom. 
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HENRY. 

Which  road  inclin'd  ? 

CHORUS. 

Along  the  Wye  to  Monmouth. 

HBNBY. 

But  yefterday  you  laid. 

CHORUS, 

At  mom. 

HENRY. 

What,  ho ! 
{Enter  a  Servant.) 
Bring  my  fleet  Arab  forth.    Yes,  injur'd  honour. 
Yes,  thou  (halt  have  thy  vengeance.  Henry  fleeps  not. 
Till  Mortimer  has  met  me  hand  to  hand. 
And  death  decided  the  great  caufe  betwixt  us. 

[Exit. 
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(Enter  Claircy.) 

CLAIRCY. 

How  hard  the  difappointed  father's  lot ! 

No  griefs  from  ficknefs  or  misfortune  flow 

Like  thofe  which  wring  his  bofom.   Heedlefs  mortal  J 

Through  the  long  courfe  of  manhood  weakly  fond 

He  rears  from  infant  helpleflhefs  his  children 

To  be  a  fting,  a  torture,  a  fore  plague. 

Troubling  his  fickly  age.     For  oft  at  length, 

Wh6n  tlie  full  flufh  of  life  is  ftrong  upon  tliem. 

And  his  weak  ftate  moft  wants  their  filial  aid  ; 

Either  he  views  them  ftruggling  with  hard  fortune. 

And  buffeting  the  high  rude  waves  of  life ; 

Or,  fhould  the  kind  world  fraile  on  tliem,  they  drop, 

Ev  n  in  the  golden  hour,  by  fell  difeafe. 

And  leave  him  loud  lamenting  o'er  their  grave ; 

Or,  if  they  live,  ingratitude  perhaps, 

Profperity's  malignant  child,  comes  forth. 
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And  flrikes  within  his  breaft  its  venom'd  fting : 

Or  while  he  doats  upon  them,  young  and  artlefs. 

The  prey  of  villainy,  they  fall  to  {hame. 

And,  like  poor  Emma,  lofe  themfelves  for  ever. 

The  wretched  parent  lingers  on  awhile. 

Sees  them  caft  off  by  the  cold  world,  then  finks. 

Broken  in  fpirit,  to  a  gloomy  grave. 

Birth  A,  how  left'ft  thou  Emma  ?  Thou,  I  fear. 

Haft  fuffer'd  much  in  thy  kind  zeal  of  friendfliip. 

CHORUS. 

Exhaufted  Ihe  has  funk  at  length  to  reft. 

clairct. 
Poor  loft  one  !  thou  hadft  all  within  thy  reach. 
All  that  this  world  can  give  of  peace  and  pleafure. 
How  haft  thou  loft  it !  Never  ihall  the  fun 
Rife  on  thy  joys  again.     What  thou  canft  have. 
Shall  yet  be  thine ;  what  comfort  I  can  yield. 
Thou  ftialt  not  want :  unworthy  as  thou  art, 

VOL.  I.  L 
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I  am  thy  father  ftill.     BiHtha,  the  chambers 
Up  in  the  Norman  tower,  be  they  prepar'd  t 
There  fhall  fhe  live  fequefter'd. 

CHORUS. 

O  may  Hope, 
Blithe  therub,  with  Religion,  heavenly  gueft, 
Vifit  again  her  troubled  frame,  and  heal 
With  gentle  influence  her  wounded  heart. 

CLAIRCT. 

There  fhall  her  haplefs  flate  be  comforted 
With  the  mild  offices  of  fad  afFe6tioni 
There  fhall  her  father  frequent  vifit  her. 
Mourn  o'er  his  daughter,  witnefs  her  repentance. 
And  cheer  her  fadden'd  heart  with  holy  hope. 

CHORUS. 

We  go  to  vifit  her.    Perhaps  ere  this 
She  has  awak'd. 
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CLAIRCY. 

Tis  fit  I  fee  her,  Birtha  ; 
The  meeting  will  be  torture ;  be  it  fo  j 
She  mxift  not  fink  in  cold  defpondency. 
Nor  pine  a  defperate  outcaft.  > 

CHORUS. 

Shall  we  bid  her 
Attend  your  prefence  here  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

I  muft  have  time : 
I  cannot  fee  her  now :  it  well  becomes  me 
To  man  my  heart  with  decent  fortitude. 
She  mufi  not  know  the  weaknefs  of  my  nature. 
Some  half  hour  hence,  beneath  this  oak,  that  flings 
From  the  fteep  rock  his  broad  arras  o'er  the  fixeam. 
Bid  her  expert  me. 

[^Exit  Semicborus. 
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CLAIRCY. 

How  are  the  high  hopes  of  ray  life  all  blafted ! 
The  blight  has  o'er  me  pafs'd,  and  in  my  autumn 
My  ripen'd  fruits  are  nipp'd.     O  cheerlefs  age. 
How  gloomy  is  thy  commg  on,  when  fled 
Are  all  the  honours,  comforts,  grace,  refpeft. 
That  foothe  thy  pains  !  On  what  can  I  look  back 
To  cheer  me  !  On  the  years  of  pleafure  paft 
Now  turn'd  by  cruel  memory  into  pain  I 
What  can  I  fee  before  me  but  difgrace. 
The  fhame  and  fufferings  of  the  child  I  love. 
The  honeft  tears  of  friends,  and  fcorn  of  foes  ? 
Ev'n  prefent  joys,  the  common  gifts  of  nature. 
The  funfhine,  cheering  fpring-tide,  and  frefh  gale. 
Have  lofl  their  tafle  of  pleafure.     O  ye  rocks. 
And  wooded  fteeps,  hung  o'er  the  fhadowy  Wye  j 
Ye  hills  and  vales,  ye  fountains,  ftreams,  and  meads. 
Ye  have  no  joys  for  me.     I  can  but  teach 
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Your  echoes  to  repeat  my  woes  5  but  throw 
My  aged  limbs  beneath  the  fecret  fliade. 
And  hide  myfelf  and  all  my  fhame  among  ye. 
(Enter  Henry.) 

HENRY. 

Are  they  my  fether's  piercing  notes  of  grief. 
That  fill  thefe  woods  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

My  Henry,  O  my  Henry, 
Thou  art  my  only  comfort,  only  hope. 

henry. 
Curfe  on  the  unworthy  wretch  that  makes  me  fo. 

CLAIRCY. 

O  do  not  curfe  her,  Henry. 

HENRY, 

What,  not  curfe  her } 

CLAIRCY. 

O  no ;  I  cannot  bear  fo  harlh  a  word. 
1-3 
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HENKT. 

Has  Ihe  not  bow'd  thee  with  a  heavy  weight 
Of  griefs  too  much  I  fear  for -aged  nature  ? 
Has  {he  not  ftain'd  a  tide  of  noble  blood. 
Which  ne'er  was  fullied  till  it  flow'd  through  her  ? 
Does  fhe  not  raife  the  blufh  upon  my  cheek. 
When  the  thought  rifes  that  Ihe  is  my  lifter  ? 
Thy  fortimes  are  but  humble  :  our  fole  birthright 
Was  honour  3  and  'twas  one  more  precious  far 
Thau  kings  could  give  :  this  fhe  has  bafely  ftain'd. 
And  infamoufly  wafted  on  a  wretch. 
May  this  good  fword,  when  lifted  o'er  a  foe. 
Drop  from  me,  if  I  look  on  her  again. 

CLAIRCT. 

O  thou  doft  pain  me,  Iharpen  my  affliction. 
She  is  thy  fifter  ftill ;  one  mother  bore  you. 

HENRY. 

She  was  my  pride ;  the  objeA  next  my  honour. 
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Which  I  moft  priz'd :  at  tilts  and  tournaments 
My  heart  has  fwell'd  to  fee  her  maiden  beauties. 
And  the  meek  modeft  grace  adorning  them,     % 
The  gaze  of  gallant  knights  and  youtliful  nobles. 
The  way  to  greatnefs  was  laid  open  to  her. 
She  might  have  flood  high  'raong  our  Britifli  dames. 
Near  to  the  golden  canopy  of  kings. 

CLAIRCY. 

That  hope  is  over,  Henry. 

*  HENRY. 

Tis  indeed. 
For  fhe  has  funk  to  where  the  bafeft  peafant. 
Who  begs  her  meal  at  yonder  holy  houfe. 
If  innocent,  may  look  on  her  with  pity. 

CLAIRCY. 

It  is  too  true,  my  fon ;  it  is  too  true. 
Do  not  diftra<^  me,  do  not  urge  me  more. 
Thou  haft  full  caufe  for  anger }  fo  have  I. 
1-  4 
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I  ought  perhaps  to  curfe  her^  to  inflift 

Stem  vengeance  :  but  Ihe  is  my  flelh,  my  blood. 

And  natxire  ftays  my  arm. 

HENRY. 

Let  every  gate 
Be  guarded  with  fufpicion's  wakeful  eye. 
That  Mortimer  no  fecret  entrance  find. 
Till  he  has  fall'n,  be  ftrideft  watch  obferv'd. 

CLAIRCY. 

What  means  my  fon  ?  Thou  Ihak'ft }  thoubit'ft  thy  lips  j 
And  fiery  wildnefs  flalhes  fi-om  thy  eyes. 
What  canft  thou  mean,  O  Henry  ? 

HENRY. 

Mean,  my  father  ? 
With  vengeance  to  appeafe  infulted  honour ; 
To  proftrate  Mortimer  beneath  my  fword. 
And  with  his  blood  wafh  out  our  iafamy. 
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CLAIRCT. 

But  he  is  gone,  my  fon,  is  far  away : 
Thou  canft  not  reach  him. 

HENRY. 

I  have  trac'd  his  route : 
And,  ere  to-noiorrow's  fun  defcend,  the  wretch 
Shall  feel  that  he  difhonour'd  Claikcy's  lifter. 

{Enter  a  Servant.) 

SERVANT. 

The  horfes,  fir,  await  you. 

HENRY. 

I  am  ready. 
Go,  bid  my  fer\'ant  fpeed  before  to  Monmouth. 
Let  me  not  wait  a  moment  in  the  town. 

\Exit  Servajit, 

CLAIRCY. 

My  fon,  thou  wilt  not  go :  thou  wilt  not  leave 
Thy  aged^fire  to  folitary  grief^ 
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When  he  moft  wants  thee,  wants  thy  filial  care. 
Thy  counfel,  and  thy  fondnefs. 

HENRY. 

Twill  be  Ihort, 
My  ablence  will  be  fhort.    And  think  how  light 
Our  griefs  will  prefs,  when  greatly  thus  reveng'd. 

CLAIKCY. 

But  there  is  danger,  Henry,  there  is  danger. 
If  thou  Ihould'ft  fall ! 

HENRY. 

Fear  not.     I  feel,  I  feel 
A  more  than  mortal  vigour  nerve  my  arm : 
I'he  fpirit  of  my  injur'd  anceftors. 
The  foul  of  generous  knighthood,  beats  within  me 
Who  Ihall  withftand  me  in  the  caufe  of  honour  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

O  I  am  old,  my  fon,  infirmitj' 

Breaks  me  apace ;  and  grief  will  crufh  at  once 
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The  frame,  which  nature  yet  awhile  may  fpare. 
Thou  only  canft  fupport  me  :  now  I  view  thee. 
Now  I  can  lean  my  trembling  limbs  againil  thee. 
Can  clofe  thee  round.    Thy  mother,  boy,  is  dead  j 
Emma  is  loft  to  me ;  now  thou  wilt  go  : 
Thefe  things  are  fore  againft  me.    If  thou  fall. 
Thou  wilt  bring  down  my  grey  heirs  to  the  grave 
1   With  forrow.     I  fhall  weep  for  thee,  my  fon, 
'   My  fon,  till  my  heart  burll:.    Thou  fhalt  not  go. 

HENRY. 

Thy  griefs,  thy  lamentations,  wring  my  breaft  : 
But,  O  my  fire,  remember,  now  remember. 
The  lofty  words  of  honour  taught  by  thee. 
It  was  the  noble  bufinefs  of  thy  nianhood 
To  rear  me  in  the  fchool  of  chivalry. 
If  Mortimer  ftill  walk  the  earth  unpunifti'd. 
Thy  proudeft  hope,  the  finit  of  all  thy  toils. 
Drops  in  an  hour :  no  knight  will  own  thy  Henry ; 


I7t  EMMA. 

He  muft  not  Hand  in  royal  Edward's  court. 
Nor  lift  his  lance  at  tilt  or  tournament. 
Thou  wilt  furvive  the  fame  of  all  thy  houfe. 
Wilt  fee  thy  daughter  and  her  coward  brother 
Confign'd  alike  to  loweft  infamy. 

CLAIRCY. 

O  thou  art  noble,  boy ;  tliy  heart  is  great  j 
Thou  art  the  fon  thy  aged  lire  would  own  : 
Thou  hail  awak'd  my  ancient  foul  within  me. 
Go,  my  brave  boy,  to  honour :  wait  not,  Henky, 
Left  thy  old  father's  forrows  urge  him  on 
To  alk,  what  he  would  grieve  that  thou  Ihould'ft  grant. 

lExit  Henry. 
(Enter  Emma.) 

EMMA. 

It  was  my  brother,  fure,  who  parted  hence. 

O  how  it  comforts  me  to  'fcape  his  fight ! 

And  have  I  liv'd  to  cheer  me  with  fuch  comfort  ? 
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Twas  never  thus  before.     It  was  my  joy. 
My  pride,  to  wafte  with  him  the  fummer  days. 
And  hold  in  fprightly  innocent  fport  the  youth 
Honour'd  in  camps  and  tourneys.     Chang'd  indeed ! 
Now,  after  two  years'  abfence,  I  avoid  him 
Rejoicing.     He  departs  in  ftemer  mood, 
Difdaining  fpeech  with  an  unworthy  lifter. 
My  father  ! 

CLAIRCT. 

Daughter  ! 

EMMA. 

Su-! 

CLAIBCY. 

My  child ! 

BMMA. 

Oh!  oh! 

CLAIRCY. 

I  come,  my  child — look  up,  I'm  not  in  wrath } 
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I  am  cool,  very  cool — as  duty  prompts  — 
I  come—*- 

EMMA. 

Merciful  heaven,  fupport  me  now ! 

CLAIRCY. 

I  come,  Grod  \s  my  judge  with  what  heart  grief. 
To  tell  my  daughter,  that  though  funk  in  fhame. 
Though  from  the  ftate  o'th'  high  and  virtuous  fall'n. 
Though  by  a  ftem  world  pafs'd  in  coldnefs  by. 

That  yet \_Emma  looks  up. 

My  child,  my  child,  how  art  thou  chang'd  ! 
Thy  cheeks  are  pale  and  fall'n,  thy  eyes  are  funk. 
And  all  their  brightnefs  gone.    I  hardly  know  thee  ; 
The  wretched  father  hardly  knows  his  child. 

EMMA. 

I  have  known  much  forrow. 

JSLAIRCY. 

Gracious  God  pf  heaven ! . 
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I  tremble  for  thy  life. 

EMMA. 

Canft  thou  then  wifh 
That  I  ihould  ftill  exift  ?  Thou  canft  not,  canft  not. 

CLAIRCY. 

I  gave  thee  life,  and  I  would  ftill  preferve  it* 

;  EMMA. 

To  what  am  I  to  live  but  Ihame  and  forrow  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

Thy  father  will  protedt,  will  folace  thee. 
Come  near  to  me. 

EMMA. 

No  fly  me,  rather  fly  me. 
This  tendemefs  can  be  but  momentary  j 
For,  O  my  fire,  I  know  thou  muft  abhor  me. 

CLAIKCY. 

That  I  again  {hall  love  thee  with  that  fondnefs 
I  felt  till  yefterday,  can  hardly  be. 
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But  I  will  not  abandon  thee,  my  daughter. 
Nor  drive  thee  on  to  heavier  guilt  and  forrow  j 
I  will  not  in  thy  utmoft  need  forfake  thee. 
Nor  caft  thee  off  when  mofl  my  care  is  wanted. 
Here  be  thy  ihelter  :  cheriih  but  contrition  } 
Thou  Ihalt  not  hear  one  harfh  word  of  upbraiding. 

EMMA. 

Can  it  be  fo,  my  fire  ? 

CLAIBCY. 

So  by  the  holy  faints. 

EMMA. 

Then  hear  me,  hear  thy  poor  repentant  child 

Pour  out  her  foul  in  fad  fincerity. 

That  I  have  finn'd  beyond  all  hope  of  pardon 

Here  upon  earth,  I  know.     High  virtue  s  law. 

Rigid,  but  juft,  holds  fuch  feverity ; 

And  I  obey  witliout  a  murmur.     High 

I  lift  my  hope  to  that  almighty  Power 
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Whofe  attributes  are  mercy,  peace,  and  love. 

He  may  be  mov'd  by  penitence  and  pray'r. 

To  him  in  peace  and  facred  privacy 

I  would  devote  the  remnant  of  my  days, 

Thefe  valleys,  woods,  and  wild  fequefter'd  banks, 

Chofen  by  holy  men  for  folemn  mufings. 

Will  calm  my  thoughts,  and  lift  my  heart  to  God. 

Thou  too  fhalt  join  me,  fire  my  rifing  foul. 

And  lead  me  upwards  on  to  brighter  worlds. 

Thefe  are  thy  Emma's  thoughts  :  but  firft,  my  fire. 

Let  my  fad  heart  be  cheer'd  with  thy  forgivenefs  : 

Let  me  not  bend  before  the  facred  llirine 

,With  thy  difpleafure  hanging  heavy  o'er  me, 

CLAIRCY. 

Take  my  forgivenefs.     May  tliy  heavenly  Father 
With  equal  mercy  look  upon  tliy  frailty. 

EMMA. 

Blelling  upon  thy  venerable  head ! 

VOL.  I.  M      • 
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The  tears  will  flow,  they  flow  from  joy,  from  rapture,  i 

Mingled  with  fad  and  dutiflil  contrition. 

That  I  have  wrung  witli  anguifli  one  fo  good.  ■ 

CLAIRCY. 

Thou  art  my  child  again.     Come  to  my  arras,  ' 

That  fliall  embrace  thee  clofe.  t: 

EMMA. 

I  cannot  look  on  thee  i 

While  thou  art  melting  thus  in  fondnefs  o'er  me.  j 

How  could  I  grieve  thee  ?  How,  to  fhake  thy  frame,  i 

Join  with  decaying  nature  ?  How  forget  ■'] 

Thy  eighteen  years  of  love  and  tendernefs,  ; 
Thy  nightly  watchings,  fears,  and  fond  forebodings. 

When  pain  or  ficknefs  fecm'd  to  threaten  me  j  i 

Thy  griefs,  thy  joys,  in  tendereft  fympathy ;  { 

Our  daily  walks,  gay  converfe,  innocent  fports,  \ 

To  which  thy  grave  years  ftoop'd  for  love  of  Emma  ?  \ 

O  how  could  I  forget  ?  O'er  me  they  come  J 
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In  dreadful  vifitation,  while  I  make  thee 
Scatter  the  grey  hairs  from  thy  head  in  anguifh. 
And  flulh  thy  furrow'd  cheeks  witli  burning  fhame. 

CLAIRCY. 

Thy  penitence  is  all  thy  fatlier  pray'd  for. 
Thou  fliew'ft  it,  child  :  he  feels  it  at  his  heart. 
It  will  do  much  to  bring  back  peace  and  comfort. 
Come,  ftay  thy  tears, 

£MMA. 

I  cannot,  O  I  cannot : 
Fierce  paflions  in  diforder  wild  at  once 
Tempeil  my  bofom.     Shame,  fevere  contrition. 
Grief  for  thy  bitter  fufFerings,  holy  hope. 
With  awfiii  apprehenfion  and  dread  fancies, 
Pafs  rapid  through  my  mind  in  ftrange  fucceffion. 
And  {hake  me,  that  m^  reafon  fcarcely  holds. 

CLAIRCY. 

Come,  O  my  daughter,  calm  thy  troubled  breaft, 
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Be  penitent  and  happy :  when  our  God 

Sees  the  poor  linner  quit  his  evil  way. 

He  pities  and  forgives.    From  the  vain  world 

Retir'd,  in  thefe  roniantic  vales  and  woods. 

Thou  and  thy  aged  father  will  repofe 

Well  pleas'd ;  at  mom,  at  noon,  at  evening  hour. 

Will. at  the  facred  altar  bend,  and  breathe 

Such  prayers  as  rife  to  heav'n,  and  entrance  find. 

EMMA. 

Yes,  holy  Power,  humbly  before  tliy  tlirone 
I'll  pour  in  fervent  penitence  my  moan  : 
Mov'd  by  contrition,  won  by  pious  pray'r. 
Thou  may'ft  in  mercy  take  me  to  thy  care, 
Affift  my  ftrong  refolve  no  more  to  roam. 
And  welcome  the  returning  wanderer  home. 
CHORUS.   I.  ^. 

O  that  in  charaders  of  light 

Some  hand  on  heaven's  broad  arch  would  write 
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The  juft  immutable  decree, 
^Vhich  linketli  guilt  to  mifery. 
How  vain  are  wealth  and  proud  degree 
The  bitter  falling  tear  to  dry  ! 
Not  all  Arabia's  rich  perfumes. 
Nor  all  Sicilian  Enna's  blooms. 
With  all  the  fweets  that  hill  the  fenfe  of  woe. 
By  heav'n-bom  mufic's  magic  founds  poflefs'd. 

One  charm,  one  tranfitory  charm  beftow. 
To  cafe  the  pangs  of  guilt,  which  agonize  the  breaft. 
1.2. 
Pure  from  the  fovereign  Maker  came 
A  work  divine,  the  human  frame. 
Virtue,  as  ftill  in  heaven  polTefs'd, 

Was  on  the  noble  mind  beftow'd. 
And  in  the  yet  unfullied  breaft 

A  mild  angelic  pleafure  glow'd  : 
Round  he  threw  his  gliftening  eye, 
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image  of  perfed  purity  : 
And  while  eredt  the  godlike  creature  flood, 

Celeftial  voices  loud  Hofannas  fang  : 
Up  from  his  work  the  great  Creator  rode  j 
Shouted  the  morning  ftars,  the  Empyrean  rang. 
1.3. 
But  when,  unhappy  vi6tim,  Man 
The  dark  career  of  guilt  began. 
The  paflions  feiz'd  him,  demon  powers. 

And  ftonu'd  with  furious  heat  the  breaft : 
His  alter'd  heart  the  pleafant  bowers 
Of  Paradife  no  longer  bleft. 
No  more  angelic  converfe  charm'd  his  ear  j 
And  facred  prefence  fiU'd  his  confcious  foul  with  fear. 
II.  1. 
In  evil  hour  from  Virtue's  way 
Didft  thou,  O  beauteous  Mourner,  ftray : 
Then,  exile  from  thy  fullied  breaft. 
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Back  to  her  heavenly  manfion  flew 
Sweet  Innocence,  the  cherub  gueft. 

And  all  her  radiant  train  withdrew ; 
Mild  Peace,  whofe  fmiles  ev'n  angels  blefs; 
And  Virtue's  handmaid,  Happinefsj 
Meeknefs  ferene ;  and  bluihing  Modefty  j 
Bright  Cheerfulnefs,  with  flowery  garment  gay; 

And  Hope,  who  loves  beneath  the  morning  iky 
On  youth's  delightful  patli  to  flied  her  golden  ray. 
II.  2. 
In  that  Tad  hour  the  demon  train 
Of  paflions  feiz'd  their  new  domain : 
Remorfe,  her  vulture  hovering  near. 
Regret,  whofe  tears  are  never  dry, 
Pale-vifag'd  wildly-ftarting  Fear, 

And  Shame,  with  bafely  bended  eye. 
And  Melancholy,  morbid  maid. 
Who  pines  in  deepeft  darkeft  ihade. 
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And  when  at  times,  charming  the  troubled  air, 
Mercy  with  radiant  fmile  look'd  down  from  high. 

In  rufh'd,  with  fullen  countenance,  Defpair, 
And  clos'd  in  baleful  gloom  the  falfely  fmiling  fky, 
II.  3. 
How  dead  to  tliee,  O  child  of  woe. 
The  joy  which  nature's  charms  beftow ! 
Again  along  the  laughing  iky 

Shall  morn  her  golden  trefles  fling  j 
Again  midll  warbled  melody 

Shall  fweetly  finile  the  rofy  fpring  : 
But  thou  fhalt  never,  haplefs  Fair,  delight 
In  fpring's  enchanting  fmile,  or  morning's  radiance 
bright, 

EMMA. 

To  what  unnumber'd  fufferings  was  I  bom ! 
Henry  will  fall  j  and,  like  fome  fiend  of  night, 
1  only  live  to  fpread  deftru6tion  round. 
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Ere  this  he  has  met  Mortimer.     His  fall. 
His  fall  is  certain ;  for  in  tliis  bad  world. 
If  I  may  truft  to  ftory  or  experience. 
The  guilty  triumph,  and  the  virtuous  die. 
Murder !  Methinks  he  lies  before  me  now. 
All  wrath  o'erpail,  forgiving  me  in  death. 
Who's  there  ?  How  guilt  hath  alter 'd  me  !  Each  found. 
Though  but  o'  th'  trembling  afpin,  fhakes  my  frame. 
(Enter  Claihcy.) 

CLAIRCY. 

My  Emma  forrowing  Hill,  ftill  bath'd  in  tears  ? 

EMMA. 

My  father,  O  what  punifhments  hereafler 
Threaten  tlie  wretch  like  me  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

Peace,  peace. 

EMMA. 

No,  no. 
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There  is  a  fometliing  here  that  refts  not.     Hark !         ] 
Didil  thou  not  hear  a  groan  ?  ■■■ 

CLAIRCY. 

i 

From  whence,  my  child  ?  ] 

EMMA.  ] 

From  yonder  dell,  o'erfpread  with  beeches.  '' 

CLAIRCY. 

No.  I 

EMMA.  i 

I  did.     And  it  has  made  my  heart's  blood  cold.  ^ 

i 
Support  me ;  I  lliall  fink.     I  wonder,  fire. 

That  thou  canft  hear  fuch  terrible  forebodings,  ^ 

And  tremble  not.     Lilten. 

CLAIRCY.  ■ 

I  do,  my  child  :  ; 

The  fun  is  fhining,  all  is  peaceful  round  us. 

'i 

EMMA. 

Is  it  not  faid,  that  nature  gives  ftrange  figns 
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As  warnings,  when  the  mortal  hour  approaches  ? 

CLAIRCY. 

It  is. 

EMMA. 

Then  death  is  bufy  in  our  houfe. 
And  fhakes  this  moment  o'er  us  his  dread  dart. 
Hear  me.     When  late  I  funk  to  reft  this  morning, 
I  fat  metliought  alone  beneatli  this  oak. 
High  fhone  tlie  moon,  the  laurel  copfes  gleam'd ; 
The  air  was  hulh'd  j  and  diftant  water-falls 
Through  the  foft  ftillnefs  fwell'd.     The  ample  Ikj 
I  gaz'd,  in  meditation  wrapp'd  :  when,  lo ! 
From  yon  dark  dell,  o'erfpread  with  beeches,  burit 
The  groan  as  of  a  fadly  dying  man. 
Scaring  the  fenfe  :  I  fprung  with  hafty  ftep. 
Arid  burfting  tlirough  the  yielding  coppice,  faw 
On  the  fteep  bank,  my  brother,  dreadftil  fight ! 
Outllretch'd  on  tlie  green  grafs,  a  breathlefs  corfe. 
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As  I  do  live,  I  heard  the  felf-fame  groaa 
Breath'd  from  the  dell  but  now. 

CLAIRCY. 

O  Henry,  Henry, 
Then  thy  laft  hour  is  come  :  my  boding  mind 
Forefaw  too  well  the  deftiny  that  waits  thee. 
Perhaps  ere  this  I  have  no  fon. 

EMMA. 

My  father. 
Haft  thou  forebodings  ?  Haft  thou  caufe  of  fear  * 

CLAISCT. 

O  Emma,  all  thy  woes  are  yet  to  come. 

lExii  Claircy. 

EMMA. 

There  is  no  need,  there  is  no  need  of  more  : 
This  frame  will  not  fupport  them.   Gracious  Heaven, 
Can  I  be  doom'd  to  heavier  maledidions 
Than  thofe  upon  my  head  ?  O  how  I  long 
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To  be  at  reft  !  Farewell  ye  tranquil  hours ; 
Sweet  peace  of  mind,  farewell :  the  guilty  Emma 
Knows  you  no  more.     O  when  fhall  I  be  laid 
In  the  ftill  grave  I  Tliere  fhame  will  have  an  end  j 
And  grief  and  apprehension  be  no  more. 
{Enter  Mortimer,  difguifed.) 

MORTIMER. 

Pardon,  fair  maid  :  thy  forrows  fill  thefe  woods. 
And  I  would  fain  quiet  thy  troubled  breaft 
With  high  and  hallow'd  counfel. 

EMMA. 

Holy  father. 
The  peace  of  heav'n  be  on  thee  all  thy  days  I 
Soft  is  this  wifh  of  Chriftian  charity ; 
But  I  am  paft  the  hope  of  earthly  comfort. 

MORTIMER. 

Great  is  the  potency  of  pious  prayer. 
And  ftrong  the  avail  of  interceding  faints. 
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Charming  the  offended  Majefty  of  heaven. 

EMMA. 

Peace,  holy  father.  There  are  hopes  for  fach 
As  dare  look  up  for  mercy ;  wretch  that  I  am. 
For  me  no  faint  nor  pious  man  can  plead. 

MORTIMER. 

Ceafe,  gentle  lady,  ceafe  thus  wilfully 

To  limit  that  high  mercy  which  is  boundlefs. 

EMMA. 

O  I  Ihall  need  it  in  its  largefl  compafs. 

MORTIMER. 

Then  hear  me,  lady  :  giddy  fortune's  w  heel 
Is  ever  moving.     Whom  to-day  it  finks 
To  lowefl  ftate,  to-morrow  it  may  raife 
To  its  high  top,  region  of  joy  and  funfhine  : 
Thou  art  afcending  in  the  changeflil  round. 
The  dawn  is  breaking  faft ;  in  me  behold 
The  gladfome  harbinger,  tlie  morning  flar : 
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Why  doft  thou  look  with  fuch  wild  eagernefs  ? 

EMMA. 

Am  I  deceiv'd  ?  that  voice,  that  well-known  form, 
Tliofe  f(?aturesj  though  difguifed, 

MORTIMER. 

Emma,  my  Emma  !  [Throws  off  bis  di/guifs. 

«MMA. 

Away,  away,  away  j 
Thou  fright'ft  my  foul,  thyprefence  makes  me  tremble. 

MORTIMER. 

Will  not  my  Emma  deign  a  word,  a  look 
On  Mortimer,  once  lov'd,  and  ever  loving? 

EMMA. 

O  God  of  heaven,  if  thy  name  be  mercy. 
If  the  poor  penitent  be  feen  by  thee 
Witli  pity  J  if  tliy  viewlefs  fpirits  e'er 
Defcend  to  aid  the  willing  but  weak  mortal. 
Who  cries  to  tliee,  fupport  me  now. 
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MOBTIMES. 

Emma,  Emma  I 

EMMA. 

I  was  prepar'd  for  hard  calamities. 
For  woes  moft  heavy ;  but  this  dreadful  trial, 
This  prefence  hateful,  infupportable, 
O'enxiaflers  all  my  nature.      •• 

MOBTIMER. 

Hear,  but  hear  me : 
I  come  to  heal  thy  griefs,  to  eafe  thy  heart. 

EMMA. 

0  Mortimer,  that  I  had  never  heard  thee  ! 

1  had  not  been  the  wretch  which  thou  haft  made  me, 

MORTIMER. 

I  have  «ot  made  thee ;  fay  not  thou  art  wretched. 
In  Ihame  and  anguiih  I  departed,  Emma  j 
But  I  return  in  triumph,  and  rejoicing. 
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EMMA. 

For  thee  did  I  not  ftain  our  houfe's  honour. 
Renounce  my  fame,  break  my  fweet  peace  of  mind. 
And  dreadly  liazard  my  immortal  foul  ? 
Didft  thou  not  leave  me  thus  ?  I  ftruggled  hard 
With  mifery,  bow'd  myfelf  with  Ihame  and  grief 
Before  the  throqe  of  heaven,  and  pray'd  and  wept 
With  pangs  unfeigu'd.     A  little  peace  of  mind 
Is  now  returning.     O  'tis  cruel,  cruel. 
To  break  upon  me,  and  difturb  repentance 
With  repetition  of  thy  traitorous  arts. 

MORTIMEK. 

Away  with  foul  reproach,  with  fad  complaint : 

I  come  the  melfenger  of  peace  :  a  caufe, 

A  fatal  caufe,  with  ftudied  privacy 

Deeply  conceal'd,  and  but  by  deatli  remov'd, 

Barr'd  hitherto  the  holy  marriage  bond. 

And  held  my  will  enllav'd  :  'tis  paft  j  'tis  gone } 

VOL.  I.  N 
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And  joyous  thus  I  yield  me  to  my  Emma. 

EMMA. 

But  three  days  fince,  remember,  Mortimer, 
I  liften'd  to  a  tale  of  deepeft  fraud. 

*  MORTIMER. 

Lady,  by  every  blefled  faint  I  fwear. 

EMMA. 

Look  on  the  lofty  heights  that  compafs  us. 
There's  not  a  rock  that  fliades  thee,  Mortimer^ 
Which  has  not  echoed  to  thy  vehement  oaths. 
Stamping  detefted  falfehoods. 

MORTIMER. 

Where  are  words. 
Where  is  the  charm,  by  which  the  welcome  truth 
May  ope  a  paffage  to  my  Emma's  heart  ? 

EMMA. 

Artlefs  and  young,  I  trufted,  Mortimer, 
Once  to  thy  ftrongly  pledged  word  :  I  fell : 
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Heaven  will,  I  hope,  have  pity^on  the  weaknefs. 
But  ihould  I  truft,  and  be  deceiv'd  again, 
I  could  not  dare  to  hope  from  God  nor  man. 
Or  pity,  or  forgivenefs. 

MORTIMER. 

Lady,  view 

A  fuppliant  moft  unworthy  bend  before  thee. 

I  do  confefs,  that  I  did  forely  wrong  thee. 

And  with  a  tale,  which  fiAion  fram'd,  abus'd 

Thy  kind  and  eafy  nature.     I  deferve 

No  credence :  I  muft  murmur  unbeliev'd 

My  penitence  :  and  yet  it  fure  might  move 
• 

My  Emma's  breaft,  that  love  by  her  infpir'd 
Was  the  fole  parent  of  the  unhappy  fault. 
Which  fhe  upbraids,  and  Mortimer  deplores, 

EMMA. 

Hadft  thou  been  true. 

But  been,  what  unfufpe6Ung  I  fuppos'd  thee, 
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There's  not  a  charm,  a  power  which  earth  doth  own. 
Should  have  eftrang'd  my  love  :  I  would  have  ferv'd 

thee 
In  bonds  or  death  with  abfolute  devotion. 
Friends,  kindred,  brother,  father,  native  place, 
Had  been  as  notliing  :  thou  to  me  hadft  been 
Father,  and  brother,  and  dear  relative> 
And  friend,  and  native  place  :  I  had  trufled  thee 
With  an  unbounded  fway  o'er  my  warm  heart : 
There's  not  a  joy,  which  the  wide  world  contains. 
But  had  been  plac'd  within  our  eafy  reach, 

MORTIMER. 

The  golden  fcene  lies  flill  in  view  before  tliee  : 
O  haflen,  and  polTefs  it. 

EMMA. 

No,  Mortimer, 
Thou  and  my  bofom  are  eftrang'd  for  ever. 
Here,  in  the  awful  face  of  heav'n,  I  fwear. 
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No  power,  no  charm,  no  eameft  proteftation. 
Shall  make  me  truft  the  man,  who  once  betray'd  me. 

{Exit  Emma. 
(Enter  Henry.) 

HENRY. 

Amazement !  Who  art  thou,  that  feem'ft  to  bear 

The  garb  and  gallant  fhew  of  knighthood  ?  Mortimer  ! 

Patron  of  knights  in  arms,  St.  George,  I  thank  thee. 

The  man  whom  moft  of  all  men  I  abhor. 

And  whom  for  vengeance  to  remoteft  lands 

I  would  have  follow'd  :  from  this  public  haunt 

Retire  we,  and  within  yon  fecret  glen. 

Beneath  the  beeches  folitary  fhade. 

Begin  the  awful  ftrife,  which  death  muft  clofe. 

MORTIMER. 

On  to  the  combat,  proud  defiancer. 

henry. 
One  moment  ftay  the  fword.   The  caufe  betwixt  us 
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So  Item  an  afpeft  bears,  that  one  or  both 
Mull  in  tlie  fatal  ftruggle  yield  up  life  : 
Let  us  upon  this  brink  of  being  paufe. 
And,  as  becomes  Chriftians  and  fellow-foldiers. 
Exchange  the  charitable  word  of  pardon. 
I  do  forgive  thee,  Mortimer. 

MORTIMER. 

My  guilt, 
Compar'd  with  thy  forgiving  noblenefs. 
Takes  a  more  horrid  form,  and  Ihakes  my  frame. 
I  do  not  feek  thy  life,  thou  gallant  youth ; 
And  if  I  fall,  be  not  my  blood  upon  thee. 

HENRY. 

It  grieves  me  but  to  think  that  one  fo  noble. 
So  grac'd  with  fame  of  gallant  enterprize. 
Should  fink  thus  in  his  nature  to  pollute 
A  noble  lady's  fame.     Out,  out  upon  thee. 
Thou  fpread'ft  a  blur  o'er  valour,  Ihewing  thus 
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The  foulnefs  it  may  hide.    The  moft  renown*d. 

On  whom  fufpicion  never  yet  has  blown, 

Muft  bear  a  taint  from  thy  infirmity. 

Into  the  cup  of  hofpitality 

Thou  haft  caft  a  deadly  drug.    Thy  tale  proclaim'd. 

Who  will  throw  ope  his  door  to  youth,  that  holds 

In  ellimation  due  a  daughter's  fame  ? 

Tis  guilt  like  tliine,  that  fevers  man  from  man. 

Makes  him  to  tiun  the  dark  fufpicious  eye 

On  innocent  finiles  j  quenches  benevolence  5 

And  chills  the  heart  with  fear  and  mean  diftruft. 

MORTIMER. 

Lift  up  thy  fword,  and  wound  me  not  with  words. 

HENRY. 

Into  what  fhame  and  mifery  haft  thou  plung'd 

A  houfe,  that  op'd  its  gates  in  friendlhip  to  thee  ! 

We  flood  upon  the  higheft  top  of  honour ; 

The  world  fmil'd  on  us  3  where  our  name  was  borne, 
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There  flew  our  praifes  :  we  were  as  a  tree. 
That,  blefs'd  by  funimer,  fpreads  its  loaded  boughs 
Over  the  fruitful  plain.     Thy  fpirit  enter'd ; 
And,  ftorm-like,  fliook  down  all  our  precious  fruits. 
Ages  Ihall  never  wear  away  our  fhame  : 
The  malice  of  the  hard  world  hitherward 
Dire6b  the  pointing  finger,  gazing  eye. 
A  parent  beats  his  breaft  in  defperate  grief. 
Keener  than  all  the  pangs  of  age  or  ficknefs  j 
And  in  a  brother's  heart  is  fix'd  a  thorn. 
Which  time  fhall  ne'er  expel. 

MORTIMER. 

O  torture,  torture. 

HENRY. 

What,  doft  thou  Ihrink  ?  To  wring  thy  heart  indeed. 
And  force  out  very  life-drops,  look  to  Emma. 
She  was  our  joy,  our  pride  :  her  thoughts  were  pure 
As  thofe  of  heavenly  faints :  honour  fevere. 


EMMA.  aot- 

Soften'd  by  grace,  fhe  ovm'd :  health  flulh'd  her  cheek. 
And  peace  was  hers,  and  pleafure.   Mark  her  now ; 
Mourning  alone.  No  tongue  will  bid  her  welcome. 
No  pitying  friend  foothe  her  defponding  heart. 
Her  prefence,  like  the  mildew'd  air,  is  balefiil : 
Ev'n  they,  whom  nature  draws  by  inllinft  to  her. 
Own  her  with  blulhes.     Vain  will  be  repentance. 
And  ineffedtual  all  her  future  virtues  j 
For  fhe  mufl  linger  on  from  year  to  year, 
Hopelefs  in  grief,  and  die  at  laft  in  fhame. 

MORTIMER. 

O  Henry,  there  are  daggers  in  thy  words 
Sharper  than  any  which  thy  hand  can  bear. 
On  to  the  combat,  on. 

HENRY. 

Now,  Emma,  now. 
Thus  for  thy  greatly-injur'd  name  I  flrike ; 
Thy  wrongs  rife  up  in  dreadful  form  before  me. 
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And  nerve  me  with  a  potency  refiftlefs. 
Now  to  thy  heart,  deteftable  feducer, 

{^Exeunt  Mortimer  and  Henry. 

CHOHUS. 
1. 

O  for  the  falcon's  wing,  to  fly 
To  utmoft  bound  of  fea  and  fky, 
"Where  the  great  fun  in  fiery  ftate 
Comes  fortli  from  out  the  eaftem  gate. 
Or,  far  firom  earth's  green  iflands,  laves 
His  chariot  in  the  Atlantic  waves. 
'  So  fhould  this  horrid  fight 

Not  fhake  us  with  aflright. 

Nor  hoftile  outrage  dread 

This  tlivmder  round  our  head. 

See  the  deeds  of  death  begin  ; 

Hear  the  armour's  direfiil  din. 
Great  Power,  to  whom  the  innocent  are  dear. 
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J 
Whofe  hand  for  jviftice  ftrikes,  be  his  the  conquering     j 

fpear,  -; 

Ha  !  burfting  on  the  blafted  fight,  ' 

Apparent  o'er  yon  cloudy  height,  ; 

A  form,  whofe  (hape  what  eye  may  trace,  ,  1 

Moves  on  with  flow  diforder'd  pace. 
He  comes.     Around  his  head  j 

The  ftiades  of  night  are  fpread  : 
Above  the  hoftile  pair 

He  hovers  dark  in  air  :  ''. 

Lo  !  with  a  frown,  that  chills  tlie  heart. 
He  ftiakes  in  filence  drear  his  dart,  ■ 

And  points  to  where  o'er  diftant  regions  lie  ; 

Shadows  on  ihadows  roU'd,  unpierc'd  by  mortal  eye. 

3.  .j 

Fearful  fpirit,  fpare  the  brave : 
Call  not  to  an  early  grave  : 
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Him,  whom  virtuous  honour  arms  j 
Him,  whom  generous  glory  warms  2 
On  the  bafe  adulterer's  head. 

On  the  wretch  whom  crimes  appal. 
On  the  coward,  pale  with  dread. 

Let  thy  fatal  arrows  fall. 
Lo  !  willing  pain  thy  call  obeys  ; 
And  age  rebukes  thy  long  delays. 
Spare  then  the  youth,  upon  whofe  growing  ftate 
Grandeur,  and  high  renown,  and  facred  virtue,  wait. 
4. 
On  they  rulli :  they  meet,  they  clofe  : 
Dreadful  fall  the  frequent  blows  ; 
Quick  as  lightning  through  the  iky 
Thoufand  fiery  fparkles  fly. 
Now  upon  the  confli6t  wait. 

Vengeance  hovering  through  the  florm ; 
JufHce,  Terror  ftemly  great. 
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And  injur'd  Honour  s  awful  form. 
'Tis  done,  'tis  o'er  :  he  falls,  he  dies  t 
Stretch'd  in  death  the  recreant  lies. 
And  lo  !  the  youth  by  chivalry  ador'd 
Comes  towering  in  his  might,  and  waves  the  conquering 
fword. 

SEMICHORUS. 

O  horror,  horror  I  Sifters,  ceafe  the  ftrain  t 
Lo  !  fainting  to  the  earth  the  youth  declines  : 
He  droops }  he  falls. 

SBMICHOkUS. 

Ill-omen'd  fatal  day ! 
Alas  for  thee,  unhappy  (ire  !  "What  woes 
Mournful  as  thine,  in  fad  misfortune's  page. 
Ere  wak'd  tlie  tender  tear  ? 

SEMICHORUS. 

Affliding  fight ! 
See  Emma  and  her  haplefs  fire  approach  : 
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In  anguilh  o'er  the  dying  youth  they  bend. 

SEMICHORUS. 

O  early  loft  :  O  flower  of  beauteous  bloom, 
Juft  open'd,  and  for  ever  clos'd  by  death. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Hope  was  enamour'd  of  his  gallant  fpirit. 
And  grac'd  his  fame  with  richeft  blazonry. 
Sad  llate  of  man  !  the  virtuous  fooneft  die. 

SEMICHORUS. 

O  come,  ye  guardian  fpirits,  who  attend 
On  innocence  or  meek  repentance,  come. 
And  o'er  the  loft  unhappy  Emma's  breaft 
Diffufe  fome  fweet  oblivious  charm ;  for  where, 
O  where  hath  yon  all-feeing  fun  furvey'd 
Afflidion  fad  as  hers  ?  Poor  penitent, 
Alas  !  her  woes  almoft  exceed  her  crime. 

SEMICHORUS. 

The  ftruggle's  o'ef:  his  gallant  foul  hath  fled  ; 
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For  lo  !  his  corfe,  in  melancholy  train 
Slow-borae,  approaches  this  unhappy  home. 

SEMICHORUS. 

How  weak  is  human  hope  !  how  tranfient  joy ! 
In  other  date,  with  thoughts  of  different  kind. 
We  law  him  go  in  warlike  glory  forth. 
Or  proudly  through  the  gorgeous  tourney  move. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Where,  O  holy  fpirit,  where. 
While  human  paffions  rage,  and  human  care, 
Repofe  or  blifs  Ihall  Virtue  find  ? 
O'er  all  the  wide  terrene, 
O  point  the  fpot  ferene, 
'-Where  Ihe  in  peace  her  funny  locks  may  bind, 
Where  grace  her  life  with  each  celeftial  deed. 
And  on  her  brow  unfoil'd  wear  her  immortal  meed. 
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Virgins,  raife  your  thoughts  fublime 
Above  the  clouds  of  this  tempeftuous  clime. 
Virtue  for  happier  worlds  was  made  : 
Beyond  the  ftarty  iky 
Thofe  blifsful  maniions  lie. 
Where  her  immortal  form  in  peace  is  laidj 
And  all  the  airy  void  eternal  rings 
With  thofe  harmonious  ftrains,  which  rapt  Urania  fings. 

{Scene  draws,  and  difcovers  the  dead  body  o/"  Henry. 
Emma,  Claircy,  anJ Chorus.) 

SEMICHORUS. 

O  melancholy  fcene  !  fevere  dillrefs  ! 
Too  much  for  nature.     Tears  will  flow,  and  groans 
Burll  from  the  aching  heart.     Here  Henry  lies. 
His  afliy  cheek  deform'd  with  blood,  his  fword 
Carelefs  befide  him  thrown. 
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SEMlCHORUS. 

Diftrefsfiil  fight ! 
Let  us  approach.     We  may  by  gentle  offices 
Afliil  the  fufFerers. 

S&MICHORUB. 

To  the  fire  attend  j 
Let  us,  if*  poffible,  wean  his  attention 
From  his  dead  fon. 

CLAIRCY. 

ITiey  {hall  not  keep  me  from  him.   O  my  fon. 
My  foi} ! 

SEMlCHORUS. 

Thy  Emma,  fir,  requires  tliy  care. 

CLAIRCY. 

Thou  wert  the  braveft,  the  mod  beautiful. 
That  ever  lifted  fword.     Hadft  thou  but  liv'd. 
Thou  might'ft  have  joy'd  me  with  thy  warlike  fame. 
And  grac'd  my  old  age  with  thy  chivalry. 
VOL.  I.  o 


210  JiMMA; 

For  thee  I  would  have  Uv'd,  have  borne  the  fting. 
Which  Emma  hath  fix'd  here  :  I  hoped  to  lee 
Thy  children  rife  around  me,  and  to  teach  them 
The  names  and  ancient  glory  of  their  fires. 
But  all  is  pall :  our  houfe  is  now  extinguifli'd. 
And,  like  the  old  oaks  rovmd  our  battlements, 
Fell'd  by  the  ftorm  of  yefterday,  I  lie 
In  ruins  on  tlie  ground.    My  fon,  my  fon. 
My  latter  end  will  be  moft  full  of  forrow  j 
Thefe  woods,  thefe  rocks,  the  peaceful  banks  of  Wye, 
Where  I  have  been  moft;  happy,  will  be  now 
Hateful  to  me,  for  I  have  known  thee  midft  them. 
Through  blifsful  years  have  known  tliee.    I  fhall  meet 

thee 
In  every  bower,  fee  thee  beneath  each  tree, 
Mifs  thee  at  prayer,  at  meal,  at  evening  walk. 
And  ftand  and  wring  my  hands  in  fecret  anguilh, 
And  tliink  how  I  have  lov'd  thee. 
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CHORUS. 

Calm  thy  griefs. 
And  wake  to  other  comforts. 

CLAIRCY. 

Never,  never ; 
The  young  may  find  new  friends,  new  fympathies  j 
But  I  am  old  :  our  hearts  are  chill'd  :  the  world 
Regards  us  not ;  and  when  our  children  fall. 
All  joy  to  us  hath  perifli'd.     O  my  fon, 
I  am  bereft  of  all,  now  thou  art  gone. 

CHORUS. 

Soothe  with  foft  fpeech,  O  virgins,  Emma's  mind. 
Perhaps  her  converfe  may  afluage  his  griefs. 
Emma,  how  fares  my  Emma  ?  Birtha  f^jeaks. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Look  not  upon  his  cold  corfe  fo  intenfely. 

EMMA. 

O  ye  fad  relics  of  the  deareft  youth, 
o  2 
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I  fhould  be  bafe  indeed,  did  I  depart 

Ere  I  had  pour'd  my  foul  in  anguifh  o'er  you. 

0  Henry,  O  my  brother,  O  dear  youth ! 

1  fent  thee  forth  at  morning  flufti'd  with  health. 
And  beating  high  with  hope  :  now  thou  doft  lie 
Pale  on  the  earth,  never  to  rife  again. 

The  courtly  feaft,  the  war,  the  gallant  tilt. 
Shall  be  again ;  but  thou  no  more  fhalt  grace  them. 
O  hadil  thou  perifh'd  on  the  field  of  glory. 
And  on  the  northern  mountains  laid  thy  limbs ! 
But  thou  haft  fall'n  beneath  a  villain's  hand, 
Fall'n  for  a  fifter  moft  unworthy,  bafe, 
Abandon'd,  loft :  O  God,  at  what  an  hour. 
At  what  an  hour,  I  flew  thee  !  Our  poor  father 
"Was  fad,  was  lonely  j  thou  could'ft  folace  him, 
Could'ft  ftill  preferve  his  houfe's  honour,  ftill 
Warm  his  cold  heart  with  hope.  Now  thou  art  gone. 
And  he  has  none  to  comfort  him. 
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CLAIRCY. 

Peace,  Emma  ] 
We  muft  be  patient,  bear  witli  one  another : 
For  we  muft  drink  a  cup  that's  full  of  forrow, 

EMMA. 

And  thou  muft  drink  it,  poor  old  nian,  alone, 

CLAIRCY. 

What  fey 'ft  thou  ? 

EMMA, 

I  am  near  my  journey's  end. 
I  would  fain  ftay  till  thou  art  gone,  my  father ; 
But  nature — O  I  feel  her  failing  here, 

CLAIRCT- 

I  would  not  have  thee  live  3  for  in  my  mind 
llie  dead  are  blefs'd. 

EMMA. 

Through  eighteen  years,  and  more. 
Thou  haft  been  happy  in  me. 
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CLAIRcy, 

Oh— h— h ! 

EMMA. 

But  for  one  fault,  one  miferable  fault, 
I  might  have  ftiU  been  happy  j  thou,  poor  father. 
Have  pafs'd  thy  age  in  peace }  and  Henky  ftill 
Had  been  our  pride,  our  comfort. 

CLAIHCY. 

O  my  daughter. 
Thy  moanings,  like  the  fang  of  adders,  pierce 
My  bread  already  wounded. 

EMMA. 

Tis  fad  to  fee  him 
Stretch'd  out  in  death  before  me.     O  that  noife ! 
How  it  appals  me !  I  am  very  feeble. 
Feeble  in  mind  and  body,  O  my  father. 

CLAIHCY. 

Why  doft  thou  tremble  ?  Speak.    I  did  but  hear 
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Some  flight  noife  outward. 

EMMA. 

Twas  the  raven's  wing. 
That  gainft  our  window  flapp'd.  Where  death  is  buiy. 
That  bird  gives  dreadful  omen. 

( Bell  tolls :,  botbjiand  infiUnt  grief.) 

CLAIRCY. 

Tis  the  knell 
ToU'd  to  the  parting  fpirit  of  my  boy. 
Would  I  were  in  my  grave. 

BMMA. 

Ere  the  fun  go  down, 
O  virgins,  ye  will  hear  it  found  for  me. 
Support  me ;  O  fupport  me  :  I  grow  faint. 

CHORUS. 

Let  us  condu6t  her  from  this  mournful  fcene. 

EMMA. 

Thy  dying,<iaughter,  fir,  looks  up  to  thee ; 
She  owns  her  crime :  O  pity,  and  forgive  her. 
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CLAIRCT. 

I  am  fcarce  able  to  endure  this  confliai 

There,  take  my  folemn  benedidion,  child. 

And  die,  poor  wretch,  in  peace.  lEmma  led  out. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Go,  exhaufted  child  of  woe. 
To  thofe  filent  manfions  go, " 
Where  the  ftorms  of  paflion  ceafe. 
Where  the  mourner  fleeps  in  peace^ 
Where  at  length  united  reft 
The  oppreflbr  and  the  opprefs'd. 

He,  t9  whom  accepted  rife 

The  repentant  finner's  fighs. 

Thy  penitence,  by  fufFerings  tried. 

And  heavenly  juftice  fatisfied. 

Gives  at  length  a  kind  releafe. 

And  fends  thee  to  the  grave  in  peace. 
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Fear  no  more  the  thunder's  might. 
Nor  the  fpedres  of  the  night  r 
Fear  not  the  feducer's  wrong  j 
Fear  not  the  defaraer's  tongue  : 
Peaceful  reft  in  holy  ground  ; 
And  winged  angels  guard  thee  round. 

SEMICHORU8. 

O  fillers,  it  doth  much  affeft  my  breaft 

To  mark  the  venerable  fire.     Excefs 

Of  anguilh  bows  him  :  motionlefs  he  ftands^ 

And  mute ;  nor  groan  he  heaves,  nor  tear  lets  fall  t 

O  try  we,  by  religion's  holy  charm. 

Support  and  folace :  her  all-cheering  voice 

Ne'er  flows  in  vain,  when  Virtue  pines  opprefs'd. 

Or  pale  Misfortune  povu-s  the  bitter  tear 

Repentant. 

CLAIRCY. 

Yes,  ye  holy  train,  I  know 

VOL.  I.  p 
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The  fweetnefs  of  her  gentle  influence ; 

And  much  it  will  be  needed.    I  was  blefs'd 

With  children,  my  delight,  my  pride,  my  hope. 

I  train'd  them  up  to  virtue^  led  tliem  on 

Upon  the  road  to  heaven.    Tliey  have  been  fnatch'd 

In  one  fliort  hour,  with  no  offence  of  mine, 

Snatch'd,  fnatch'd  for  ever  from  me. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Were  this  world 
The  bound  of  being,  vain  were  high-foul'd  virtue, 
Unfliiitful  all  our  noblenefs  of  nature. 
And  we  might  bow  beneath  calamity 
Proftrate  and  bafe  :  but  'tis  not. 

SEMICHOHUS. 

Sifters,  no : 
We  feel  it  is  not :  o'er  yon  ftarry  iky 
Borne  far  to  heavenly  regions,  fpirits  pure. 
At  length  made  perfect,  through  eternal  years 
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Live  happy ;  while  angelic  voices  flow 
Melodious,  and  celeftial  harps  refound. 
There  the  poor  mortal,  who  fubmiflive  bears 
His  human  forrows,  is  releas'd  from  cares  : 
For  God  in  mercy  tries  us  here  with  pain. 
And  not  one  patient  fufFerer  mourns  in  vain. 


END  or  THE   F1K8T  VOLUME. 
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